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The  PREFACE. 


IT  is  by  no  means  necefTary  here  to  enter  into  a Dis- 
pute, which  has  already  engaged  the  pen  of  many 
able  writers,  concerning  tne  origin  of  the  modern 
drama  in  Europe ; for,  whether  it  arofe  in  France  or  in 
Italy,  among  the  Troubadors  of  Provence  or  the  Shep- 
herds of  Calabria ; or  ftarted  up  nearly  at  the  fame  time 
in  different  kingdoms ; it  will  be  fufficient  for  our  purpofe 
to  qontend,  that  it  was  a Diftin6t  Species  of  itfelf,  and 
not  a Revival  of  the  ancient  drama,  with  which  it 
cannot  be  compared  and  mull  never  be  confounded.  If 
this  point  be  clearly  proved,  we  fhall  place  our  admirable 
Shakespeare  beyond  the  reach  of  Criticifm ; by  con- 
fidering  him  as  the  poet,  who  brought  the  drama  of  the 
Moderns  to  its  higheft  perfection ; and  by  difpenfing  with 
his  obedience  to  the  rules  of  the  ancients,  which 
probably  he  did  not  know,  but  certainly  did  not  mean  to 
follow. 

There  is  nothing,  indeed,  more  fuperfluous  than  our 
inquiries  into  the  Origin  of  great  and  ufeful  Inventions, 
nor  more  vain  than  the  contefts  between  rival  nations, 
concerning  the  honour  of  having  given  birth  to  the  firft 
Inventor  of  an  art  or  fcience ; fince  it  is  certain,  that 
two  perfons,  living  at  the  extremities  of  the  habitable 
globe,  muft  often  make  the  fame  difcoveries  in  a fcience 
or  an  art,  without  the  fmalleft  communication  with  each 
other : Thus  the  Works  of  Confucius  were  printed  in 
China,  many  ages  before  the  Art  of  Printing  was  intro- 
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duced  Into  Europe  * ; and  a combuftible  Powder  was 
ufed  in  the  fame  part  of  Alia,  before  the  vail  explolion 
of  Nitre  and  Sulphur  was  mentioned  by  our  Friar  Bacon, 
who  ftourifhed  long  before  another  Benedi&ine  invented 
a compolition  fo  definitive  of  true  valour.  Even  the 
finer  arts  are  more  natural  to  man  than  we  are  apt  to 
imagine  : the  found  of  the  wind  breathing  among  the 
reeds  fuggefied  the  Invention  of  a Flute  to  the  firll  inha- 
bitants of  very  diftant  regions  ; and  as  to  Vocal  Mulic, 
the  Siller  or  rather  Handmaid  of  Poetry,  we  find,  that 
the  inhabitants  of  Iceland,  the  very  dwarfs  of  Lapland, 
and  even  the  wild  natives  of  America,  have  their  Songs 
and  Elegies,  which  they  could  not  have  learned  from  any 
other  nation,  f 

Imitation  is  not  lefs  natural  to  mankind  than  the 
Paffions  ; and  if  thefe  were  the  fources  of  Poetry  in  ge- 
neral, the  former  gave  rife  to  Dramatic  Reprcfentations 
ki  all  ages.  It  is  natural  for  indolent  perfons,  who  have 
no  refource*  in  their  arts  or  learning  againll  the  tediouf- 
nefs  of  life,  to  delight  in  alfuming  fi&itious  charadlers  ; 
as  we  fee  the  Children  at  fchool  fond  of  playing  at  Kings 
©r  Heroes, 

Pusri  lu-dentesy  Rex  erir , at  tint 

apd  of  afling  extempore  the  ftorks,  which  flrifee  them 
moll  in  their  books  of  lludy  or  amuiement.  The  Chinefe, 
we  find,  had  a regular  Stage,  on  which  they  reprefented 
the  moll  interefiing  events  of  their  hifiory,  before  they 
had  any  intercourfe  with  Europeans.  The  Ruffians  had 
a kind  of  rude  Drama  at  the  clofe  of  the  lall  century, 
vs^ien  they  were  lefs  civilized  than  the  Tartars;  but  now 
they  have  learned  of  the  French  to  write  Tragedies  in 

• Se o Du  Halde's  Account  of  China. 

f See  Five  Pieces  of  Runic  Poetry,  Svo,  and  Northern  Antiquities, 
% vol*  8vo,  Scheffer’#  Hilt,  of  Lapland,.  Lafitau,  Moeurs  de  Sauvages; 
fee* 
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rhyme,  &nd  to  preferve  the  Unities  *.  We  are  told  by 
fir  John  Chardin,  that  even  in  Perfia  and  India,  where 
theatrical  diverlions  are  inconftftent  with  the  religion  of 
Mahomet,  there  are  Minftrels  and  Dancers,  who  ramble 
from  city  to  city,  and  reprefent  the  ftories  of  the  eaft  by 
their  finging  or  geftures.  f 

In  ancient  Greece  the  firft  plays  began  with  Hymns 
to  the  praife  of  Bacchus,  to  which  was  afterwards  added 
a kind  of  Dialogue,  reprefenting  fome  exploit  or  adven- 
ture of  that  deity  : and,  indeed,  in  all  nations  the  firft 
Players  would  naturally  chufe  a fubjed  taken  from  the 
popular  Religion,  as  being  molt  obvious  and  familiar  to 
the  minds  of  their  auditors,  molt  generally  interelting,  and 
therefore  molt  likely  to  engage  their  attention. 

It  is  believed  by  many  learned  writers,  J that  the  an- 
cient Ele-ufinian  Myfteries  were  a kind  of  facred  Drama, 
exhibited  at  Itated  feafons  with  great  variety  of  fhows, 
and  folemn  machinery.  The  Hieroph antes,  or  high- 
prieft  of  Ceres,  addreifed  the  initiated  in  a fort  of  awful 
prologue,  and  invited  them  “ to  begin  a New  Life,”  as 
the  word  initiation  feems  to  imply.  The  firft  feene 
reprefented  this  Life  in  a dark  valley,  in  which  a number 
of  perfons  were  wandering  at  random,  and  conduded  by 
fome  glimmering  of  reafon  j after  which  Elylium  and  Tar- 
tarus, with  a view  of  future  rewards  and  punilhments, 
were  difplayed  with  all  imaginable  folemnity  : and  the 

w There  is  a Ruffian  tragedy  in  five  a£te  by  Michael  Lomonofoff,  en- 
titled Demophonte,  which  feems  to  contain  fome  pathetic  feenes. * 

Samarokoff  wrote  about  fifteen  years  fince  four  or  five  tragedies,  which  are 
highly  applauded  by  his  countrymen,  and  have  been  tranflated  into 
French:  the  moll  celebrated  of  them  is  Sinoff  Akd  Trooyer,  two 
brothers. 

'j-  We  are  informed  that  our  late  Voyagers  to  the  South  Seas  found  a 
fpecies  of  Dramatic  Entertainment  in  their  new.  difeovered  Ifiand  of 
Otaheite,  which  no  one  will  fufpeft  to  have  been  borrowed  from 
any  other  nation,  cutoff  as  this  people  have  been  for  innumerable  ages 
from  all  other  inhabitants  of  the  globe. 

X See  tbc  Divins  Legation,  &c, 
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whole  was  contrived,  as  we  may  collett  from  ancient 
authors,  to  inculcate,  by  a fenfible  reprefentation,  that 
great  truth  of  the  Unity  of  God;  which  Plato,  and 
the  heathen  Philofophers,  not  daring  to  declare  it  openly 
to  the  vulgar,  were  obliged  to  exprefs  in  Myfterious  Dif- 
courfes,  and  dark  Allegories.  Even  fome  of  the  infpired 
writings  have  been  confidered  by  very  pious  authors  as 
of  the  dramatic  kind:  Thus  the  illuflrious  Boifuet  di- 
vides the  song  of  Solomon  into  various  fcenes.  The 
Book  of  Job,  equally  valuable  for  its  great  antiquity, 
and  for  the  noble  ftrain  of  moral  poetry,  in  which  it  is 
compofed,  has  been  elteemed  a regular  drama ; and  Mil- 
ton  tells  us,  that  a learned  Critic  diilributed  the  Aro- 
calyps  into  feveral  Ads,  dihinguifhed  by  a Chorus  of 
Angels. 

In  the  decline  of  the  Greek  empire,  Gregory  of  Na- 
fcianzum,  a poet  and  father  of  the  church,  perfuaded  the 
people  of  Byzantium  to  reprefent  on  their  theatre  fome 
chofen  ftories  of  the  Old  and  New  Teflament,  and  to 
baniih  from  their  flage  the  profane  compohtions  of  So- 
phocles and  Euripides..  For  this  purpofe  he  fupplied 
them  with  Sacred  Dramas  f,  which  had  not  the  fuccefs 
cf  Oedipus  and  Electra,  lince  moll  of  them  were  loll 
at  the  revival  of  learning,  while  the  ineltimable  remains 
of  the  ancient  tragedies  were  preferved  with  the  greatcll 
care.  But  the  poems  of  Gregory,  as  well  as  the  language 
of  the  Greeks,  were  wholly  unknown  to  the  Italians  of 
that  age,  who  can  hardly  be  thought  to  have  borrowed 
their  mysteries  from  Conftantinople. 

•j-  Gregory  himfelf  wrote  a tragedy,  entitled  Christ’s  Passiok, 
a fubject  that  had  before  been  handled  by  Apollinarius  of  Laodicea,  bifhop 
•f  Hierapolis.  The  Tragedy  fo  called,  by  George  Sandys,  Efq.  4*©.  1640. 
was  originally  defigned,  as  he  informs  the  reader,  by  the  curious  pen  of 
Grotius,  though  it  is  by  no  means  a fervile  tranllation,  is  written  in  fmooth 
rhyme,  and  was  defervcdly  applauded  by  the  wits  of  his  age.  The  cele- 
brated lord  Falkland  addrefled  an  elegant  eppy  of  verfes  to  the  author,  which 
is  prefixed  to  the  firft  edition. 
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A cuftom  of  reprefenting  fome  event  recorded  in  ferip- 
ture  at  every  folemn  Feftival  became  almoft  general, 
nearly  at  the  fame  period,  in  the  fouth,  the  weft,  and 
even  in  the  north  of  Europe.  The  Jews  themfelves  had 
the  Stories  of  the  old  Teftament  exhibited  in  the  dra- 
matic form : part  of  a Jewifti  piece,  on  the  fubjedt  of 
Exodus,  is  preferved  in  Greek  Iambics,  written  by 
one  Ezekiel,  who  ftiles  himfelf  the  Poet  of  the  He- 
brews. * 

Thefe  fcriptural  pieces  were  called  Mysteries  ; and 
no  other  fpecies  of  the  drama  was  known  at  Rome  and 
Florence  in  the  thirteenth  and  fourteenth  centuries.  The 
Paffion  of  our  Saviour  was  performed  in  the  Colifeum, 
and  if  the  language  of  the  Italians  had  been  then  as 
polifhed,  as  it  was  ftrong  and  copious,  if  their  Mafic 
had  been  as  perfedl  as  it  is  at  prefent,  if  the  Poetry  of 
fo  awful  a piece  had  been  compofed  by  a Metaftafio,  and 
the  Choral  Part  by  a Pergolefi,  fuch  a performance  mult 
have  had  a wonderful  efteft,  in  a country,  where,  to  this 
day,  is  is  not  thought  impious,  to  reprefent  the  feveral 
Perfons  of  the  Trinity,  and  the  molt  awful  Myfteries  of 
our  Redemption.  In  a more  polifhed  age  we  have  feen  the 
fubje&s  of  Scripture  delivered  in  a dramatic  form  by 
Milton,  Racine,  and  by  Metaftafio  in  his  Giuseppe  : our 
great  poet  had  even  begun  a tragedy  on  the  Fall  of 
Man;  and  Paradise  Lost  owed,  perhaps,  its  exiftence 
to  an  idea,  which  Milton  conceived  from  a mystery  of 
Andreino  : every  one  knows,  that  his  intended  drama 
was  to  have  begun  with  the  Addrefs  to  the  Sun  in  the 
fourth  book  of  his  divine  poem. 

The  Mysteries  continued  in  Italy,  long  after  the 
revival  of  literature  ; for  the  art  of  Sophocles  was  known 
to  the  learned  only,  and  it  was  neceffary  to  gratify  the 

* The  principal  Charafters  of  this  drama  are,  Moses,  Sepphora, 
and c Geo?  ano  <(  God  fpeaking  from  the  bu/h.,>  Moses  delivers 

the  prologue  in  a fpeech  of  lixty  lines,  and  his  rod  is  changed  into  a ferpent 
upon  the  flage. 
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people  with  fubje&s  adapted  to  their  capacity*  One 
would  fcarce  have  believed,  that,  when  Taffo  had  writ- 
ten his  Aminta,  and  furnifhed  the  noblefl  hints  for  tra- 
gedy in  his  Gierusalemme,  the  moil  ridiculous  Farces 
Ihould  ilill  be  exhibited  at  Milan ; and  that,  when  Gua- 
rini,  had  introduced  a Chorus  of  Shepherds  in  his  Pastor 
Fido,  the  people  of  Italy  ihould  ilill  be  fond  of  feeing 
the  Seven  Deadly  Sins  dance  a faraband  with  the  Evil 
Spirit : But  MaiFei  was  not  then  living,  and  few  of  his 
countrymen  in  that  age  were  capable  of  writing  Me- 

ROPE. 

There  exiiled  then  in  Europe,  at1  the  opening  of  the 
fixteenth  century,  two  diilindl  fpecies  of  Drama ; the  one 
formed  upon  the  ancient  classic  model,  and  confined 
like  the  facred  dialedi  of  the  ^Egyptian  prieils,  to  men  of 
learning;  the  other,  merely  popular,  and  of  a gothic 
original,  but  capable  of  great  improvement.  In  the  fame 
manner  there  prevailed  fometime  afterwards  two  kinds  of 
Epic  Poetry;  the  firil,  like  the  Lusiad,  on  the  plan  of 
Virgil  and  the  ancients;  the  fecond,  like  Orlando  Fu- 
rioso  and  The  Fairy  Queen,  of  a very  different  na- 
ture, but  more  diffufe,  more  various,  and,  perhaps,  more 
agreeable.  This  diflin&ion  will  place  the  works  of 
Spenfer  and  Shakefpeare  in  their  true  clafs,  and  prevent 
a great  deal  of  idle  criticifm.  “ Confound  not  predica- 
ments,” fays  lord  Bacon,  “ for  they  are  the  mere-flones 

of  reafon.” 

The  following  colle&ion  opens  with  one  of  thefe 
Myfleries,  on  the  Slaughter  of  the  Innocents,  given 
from  a very  old  MS.  of  Ihan  Parfre,  written  in  1512. 
In  the  preceding  year,  as  we  learn  from  the  Prologue  to 
this  piece,  the  players  had  reprefented  the  Appearance, 
of  the  angels  to  the  shepherds,  and  the  Ado- 
ration of  the  eastern  sages,  a fubjedl  very  fuf- 
ceptible  of  poetical  ornament ; and  the  writer  promifes  to 
entertain  the  public,  in  the  next  year,  with  the  Dis- 
putation among  the  doctors:  but  we  do  not  find* 
that  either  of  thefe  pieces  has  been  preferred. 
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In  this  rude  play,  the  Hebrew  Soldiers  fwcar  by  Ma* 
hound,  or  Mahomet,  who  was  not  born  till  fix  hundred 
years  after:  Herod’s  Meflenger  is  named  Wat  kin  ; and 
the  Knights  are  directed  “to  walk  about  the  Stage,” 
while  “ Mary  and  the  Infant  are  conveyed  into  Egypt/* 
Yet,  notwithflanding  thefe  abfurdities,  there  is  fome  kind 
of  fpirit  in  the  character  of  Herod  ; and  the  Author 
{one  can  hardly  fay,  the  Poet,}  feems  to  have  diftinguifhed 
his  fpeeches  by  a peculiar  elevation  of  language; 

Above  all  kinges  under  the  cloudys  chriftal 
Royally  I reigne,  in  welthe  v/ithout  woe. 

In  thefe  lines  the  reader  will  obferve  a fpecknen  of  the 
Alliterative  Metre  invented  by  the  northern  bards,  and 
ufed  in  their  Runic  verfes ; and  which  was  fo  favourite 
an  ornament  with  many  of  our  Englifh  poets  *.  This  art 
of  diftinguifhing  the  charaflers  of  the  drama,  fo  effential 
to  that  fpecies  of  poem,  has  been  little  underitood  by 
much  finer  writers  than  Parfre,  and  feems  to  be  perpe- 
tually negle&ed  by  the  French  Tragedians  thcmfelves, 
with  all  their  boaited  elegance,  f 

One  of  the  firft  improvements  on  the  old  Mystery 
was  the  Allegorical  Play,  or  Morality,  in  which  the 
Virtues  and  Vices  were  introduced  as  Perfons  of  the 
Drama,  for  the  purpofe  of  infilling  moral  truth,  or  in- 


* See  the  Eflay  on  the  Alliterative  Metre  of  Pierce  Pl oU’MAN  in 
the  ad  vol.  of  the  Relieves  of  Ant.  Eng.  Poetry,  book  III. 

■f  The  moft  confiderable  mystery,  or,  rather,  Collettion  of  Myfle- 
ries,  is  in  the  Cotton  MS.  Vefp.  D.  vm.  Jt  is  entitled  in  the  Catalogue 
Ludus  Coventrise  ; upon  what  authority  does  not  appear:  but  from  a paf- 
fage  in  the  Four  Ps.  (Dod.  old  plays,  voL  i.  p.  ill.)  it  is  cfcar,  the 
Coventry  mysteries  were  famous.  The  Pardoner  %s. 

This  devil  and  I were  of  olde  acquaintaunce  $ 

For  oft  in  the  Play  of  Corpus  Chrifti 
He  hath  play’d  the  Devil  at  Coventr  i«. 

It  contains  Forty  diftinft  Pageants. 

The  Chester  Whitfun-Plays  are  likewife  very  voluminous, 

Harl.  1013.)  They  are  faid  to  have  been  firft  compofed  in  13a?.  There  is 
a particular  account  of  them  in  the  Harlewm  Catalogue, 
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culcating  Tome  ufeful  leflon  for  the  conduct  of  life.  The 
Editor  of  the  following  work  has  preferved  Three  Speci- 
mens of  this  kind,  the  moll  ancient,  and  the  bell  which 
could  be  procured  : an  account  of  their  Dates  and  Subjedls 
is  prefixed  to  each  of  them  ; and  it  will  be  fufficient  in  thi3 
place  to  obferve,  that,  allowing  for  the  rudenefs  of  the 
di&ion  there  is  fome  degree  of  merit  in  each  of  thefe 
Pieces,  which  might  have  been  played  to  great  advan- 
tage in  a more  polifhed  ftyle.  In  the  first,  “ A Man 
4e  at  the  point  of  death,  deferted  by  thofe  on  whom  he 
<(  chiefly  relied  for  aflillance,  is  fupported  only  by  the 
44  confcioufnefs,  of  his  good  actions In  the  second, 
“ A travelled  Man,  who  affedts  to  laugh  at  virtue  and 
“ religion,  and  thinks  the  knowledge  of  mankind  to  con- 
4(  fill  in  vice  and  profligacy,  is  expofed  and  confuted 
44  by  Pity,  Contemplation,  and  Perfeverance And  in 
the  third,  called  the  Interlude  of  Lufty  Juventus,  and 
written  in  the  reign  of  Edward  VI.  are  difplayea  “ The 
44  follies  and  weaknefs  of  a Young  Man  of  pleafure,  who 
44  is  reformed  by  prudent  counfellors,  and  led  at  laft  to 
41  virtue.”  The  two  Songs,  with  which  this  Interlude 
begins  and  clofes,  are  very  lively  and  elegant  for  that 
age. 

Thefe  moral  plays  having  for  their  end  to  divert,  as 
well  as  to  inftruft  the  populace,  were  for  the  moll  part  of 
a comic  turn,  and  therefore  naturally  led  the  way  for 
Comedy  : which  it  Ihould  feem  was  introduced  into  our 
language  before  Tragedy.  The  firll  dramatic  piece 
which  appeared  with  that  clafiic  name,  was  produced  as 
might  be  expedled  in  one  of  our  univerfities;  this  was 
Gammer  Gurton’s  Needle  written  in  1551,  and  faid 
in  the  old  title-pages  to  be  “made  by  Mr.  S.  mailer  of 
“arts  and  played  on  the  liage  — in  ChrilFs  college  in 

Cambridge.”  There  is  a vein  of  familiar  humour  in 
this  play  and  a kind  of  grotefque  imagery,  not  unlike 
fome  parts  of  Arillophanes,  but  without  thofe  graces  of 
language  and  meter,  for  which  the  Greek  comedian  was 
eminently  dillinguilhed. 

The 
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The  prevailing-turn  for  drollery  and  comic  humour 
was  at  firft  fo  ftrong,  that  in  order  to  gratify  it  even  in 
more  ferious  and  folemn  fcenes  it  was  necelfary  Hill  to 
retain  the  Vice  or  artful  Buffoon,  who  (like  his  con- 
temporary the  privileged  Fool  in  the  courts  of  princes 
and  caflles  of  the  great  men)  was  to  enter  into  the  molt 
(lately  affemblies  and  vent  his  humour  without  reflraint. 
We  have  a fpecimen  of  this  character  in  the  play  of 
Cambyses  (pag.  261.)  where  Ambidexter,  who  is  ex- 
prefsly  called  the  Vice,  enters  “with  an  old  capcafe  for 
“ a helmet  and  a fkimmer  for  his  fword,”  in  order,  as  the 
author  expreffes  it,  “ to  make  paftime.”  * 

Soon  after  Comedy,  the  ancient  Tracedy  began  like- 
wife  to  be  revived,  but  it  was  only  among  the  more  re- 
fined Scholars  that  at  firft  it  retained  much  rcfemblance 
of  the  Claffical  Form  : for  the  more  popular  audiences  it 
was  debafed  with  an  intermixture  of  low  grofs  humour, 
which  has  long  continued  under  the  name  of  Tragi-Co- 
medy.  Even  where  a feries  of  grave  folemn  fcenes  was 
exhibited  without  much  interruption  of  buffoonery  or 
farce.  Hill  our  Poets  were  content  to  imitate  the  old 
Mysteries  in  giving  only  a tiffue  of  interelling  events 
limply  as  they  happened,  without  any  artful  conduct  of 
the  fable,  and  without  the  leall  regard  to  the  three  great 
unities : thefe  they  called  Histories  f,  and  thefe  would 
probably  have  long  continued  the  only  fpecimens  of  our 
heroic  Drama,  if  a few  perfons  of  fuperior  education  and 
more  refined  tafte  had  not  formed  their  fcenes  upon  the 
claflic  models,  and  introduced  legitimate  Tragedy  in 
the  ancient  form.  But  thefe  at  firil  were  only  compofed 

* Shakefpeare’s  Clowns  are  genuine  fucceftors  of  the  old  Vice: 
And,  as  the  late  learned  editor  of  that  poet  lias  well  obferved.  Punch 
Hill  exhibits  the  intire  character. 

*f-  See  a very  curious  account  of  thefe  peculiar  productions  of  the  Eng- 
lifh  theatre,  in  the  2d  vol.  of  Reliques  of  Anc.  Eng.  Poetry.  (2d  edit.) 
p.  135,  136.  Which  vindicates  our  great  poet  Shakefpeare,  for  his  negleft 
of  the  unities,  from  the  impertinence  of  criticilin,  and  places  many  of  his 
bell  produ&ions  in  anew,  but  juft  light. 
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for  private  and  learned  audiences,  at  the  in  ns  of  court,  or 
the  univerlities.  It  was  for  a grand  chriftmas  folemnity 
at  the  Inner  Temple  in  1561,  that  the  tragedy  of  Ferrix 
and  Porrex  was  compofed  by  Thomas  Sackville 
(afterwards  lord  Buckhurll)  and  Thomas  Norton. 

This  Play  is  not  wholly  void  of  blemifhes ; but  the 
language  of  it  is  in  general  elegant,  perfpicuous  and  full 
of  dignity:  The  fpeeches  of  the  three  Counfellors  in 
the  firfi;  ad  are  noble  and  genuine  fpecimens  of  Englifli 
eloquence,  and  the  account  of  Porrex’s  Death  by  Mar- 
cella is  very  much  in  the  manner  of  the  ancients.  There 
are  few  narrations  of  Euripides,  not  excepting  even  that 
in  the  Alcestes,  which  are  fuperior  to  it  in  tendernefs 
and  limplicity.  Notwithfianding  it’s  defeds,  which  are 
pointed  out  by  fir  Philip  Sidney  *,  it  was  a model,  which 
our  firfi  dramatic  writers  would  have  done  well  to  fol- 
low. But  they  aiming  no  higher  than  at  prefent  ap- 
plaufe  and  prefent  profit,  were  content  to  comply  with 
every  taftlefs  defire  of  a rude  and  ignorant  audience,  and 
Che  Common  Theatres  continued  to  exhibit  Dramatic 
Pieces  chiefly,  if  not  altogether,  of  the  Gothic  Form,  very 
much  unlike  the  chaft  and  perfed  models  of  Antiquity. 

About  the  year  1589,  The  Spanish  Tracedy  f was' 
written  by  Kyd,  to  whom  Ben  Jonfon  gives  the  epithet 
of  sporting;  and  Soliman  and  Perseda  feems  to 
have  been  compofed  by  the  fame  author.  There  are  many 
faults  in  both  thefe  pieces ; but  though  they  are  not  en- 
tirely free  from  affedation  and  pedantry,  yet  a fine  fpirit 
feems  to  run  through  them  : The  charader  of  Basilisco 

* See  the  introduction  prefixed  to  this  play. 

It  may  be  proper  here  to  correct  a miftake,  which  has  been  committed 
in  the  fhort  introdu&ory  Account  of  the  Spanish  Tragedy  : (Vol.II.) 
Langbaine’s  afiertion  that  there  were  Two  Plays  on  this  fubjed,  is  there 
contradided.  But  the  editor  hath  fince  feen  the  former  Play,  or  Firfi:  Part 
of  Ieronymo,  of  which  that  printed  in  thefe  volumes  is  the  Second  Part 
or  Sequel,  hence  it’s  title  of  “ Ieronymo  is  mad  again  is  is  however 
fufficiently  independent  j and  the  reader  will  have  no  great  reafon  to  regret 
the  omifiion  of  the  former  play  on  ttois  fubjed, 
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U very  well  fupported,  and  if  Kyd’s  play  was  adled  be- 
fore Shakefpeare’s  Henry  IV.  (for  they  were  both  printed 
the  fame  year  1599)  it  fhould  feem  to  be  the  original  of 
Falstaff.  Thefe  tragedies  are  written  in  blank  verfe, 
intermixed  with  fome  paffages  in  rhyme;  where  we  fome- 
times  find  a fmooth  couplet  not  unworthy  of  Dryden ; 

Where  bloodly  furies  fhake  their  whips  of  Heel, 

And  poor  Ixion  turns  an  endlefs  wheel. 

About  the  clofe  of  the  fixteenth  century  a facred  fubjefl 
was  again  delivered  in  the  dramatic  form,  and  the  (lory 
of  David  and  Absalom  was  wrought  into  a tragedy  by 
George  Peele,  a very  ingenious  writer  and  a flowery 
poet.  This  piece  abounds  in  luxuriant  defcriptions,  and 
fine  imagery ; and  his  genius  feems  to  have  been  kindled 
by  reading  the  Prophets  and  the  Song  of  Solomon.  He 
calls  Lightning,  by  a metaphor  worthy  of  AEfchylus, 
“ the  fpoufe  of  Thunder,  with  bright  and  fiery  wings.” 
His  defeription  of  David  will  be  admired  as  foon  as  red : 

Beauteous  and  bright  he  is  among  the  tribes  ; 

As  when  the  fun,  attir’d  in  glittering  robe. 

Comes  dancing  from  his  oriental  gate. 

And  bridegroom-like  hurls  thro’  the  gloomy  air 
His  radiant  beams 

There  are  many  other  paffages  in  this  play,  of  which 
Milton  would  not  have  been  afhamed,  and  which,  per- 
haps, he  had  red  with  pleafure;  efpecially  the  Prologue, 
which  is  the  regular  exordium  of  an  epic  poem. 

We  come  now  to  the  Third  Volume,  which  contains 
four  of  our  earliefl  Comedies  ; and  here  the  reader  will 
naturally  wonder,  why  no  pieces  of  this  kind  are  inferted 
from  1551,  when  our  firft  regular  Comedy  was  perform- 
ed, to  1 566,  when  the  Tranflation  from  the  Italian  was 
reprefented  at  GrayVInn.  This  omiflion  proceeded  from 
the  editor’s  not  having  been  able  to  meet  with  a fufficient 
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fupply  of  intermediate  comedies  ; though  many  doubtlefs 
were  compofed  in  that  interval  *,  which  were  appropri- 
ated to  particular  theatres,  and  preferved  in  manufcript, 
left  they  fhould  be  exhibited  in  other  houfes. 

Comedy,  after  the  revival  of  letters,  feems  to  have  been 
firft  encouraged  and  improved  by  the  Italians,  whofe  fond- 
nefs  for  Dramatic  Poetry  increaled  fo  much,  that,  under 
Leo,  X.  the  principal  cities  of  Italy  began  to  vie  with  each 
other  in  the  magnificence  of  their  Theatres : men  of  the 
firft  eminence  in  the  Roman  Church  w'ere  ambitious  of 
reviving  the  Drama  in  their  native  idioms.  Even  to  write 
a Comedy,  was  not  thought  below  the  dignity  of  the 
purple ; and  a comic  piece  of  cardinal  Bibiena  was  re* 
prefen  ted  with  wonderful  fuccefs. 

At  Iaft  Ariofto  rofe,  whofe  Orlando  Furioso  Hill 
paffes  among  his  countrymen  for  a rich  mine  of  elegant 
and  agreeable  poetry.  He  is,  perhaps,  the  only  Epic 
Poet,  who  ever  condefcended  to  write  Familiar  Come- 
dies ; but  we  may  fee  by  his  Orlando,  that  his  genius 
had  a lingular  bent  to  wit  and  ridicule  : his  heroes  are 
full  of  merriment  in  the  midft  of  danger,  and  he  feldom 
delcribes  a battle  without  a jeft.  His  comedies  are 
highly  efteemed  in  Italy  to  this  day,  though  the  popular 

* Sir  John  Harrington,  in  his  Apology  for  Poetry  prefixed  to  his  tranf- 
lation  of  Orlando  Furiofo,  having  given  the  higheft  encomiums  on  Tra- 
gedy in  general,  and  particularly  on  that  of  Richard  III.  proceeds,— 
" Then  for  Comedies,  how  full  of  harmlefs  mirth  is  our  Cambridge  Pz- 
“ dantius  ? and  the  Oxford  Bellum  Grammaticale  ? or,  to  fpeak 
‘‘of  a London  comedy  how  much  good  matter  of  ftate  is  there  in  that  Co- 
“ medy  called.  The  Play  of  the  Cards  ? In  which  it  fhowed  how 
“Four  Parafitical  Knaves  robbe  the  Four  Principal  Vocations  of  the 
“realme,  videl.  The  vocation  of  Souldiers,  Schollers,  Marchants,  and 
“Hufbandmen.  Of  which  comedy  I cannot  forget  the  faying  of  a notable 
“and  wife  counfeilor  that  is  now  dead  [Sir  Francis  WalsinghamJ 
“who,  when  feme,  (to  ling  Placebo)  advifed  that  it  fhould  be  forbidden 
“ becaufe  it  was  fomewhat  too  plain,  and  indeed,  as  the  old  faying  is 
“(sooth  boord  is  no  boord  yet  he  would  have  it  allowed,  add- 
“ ing  it  was  fit  that  “ That  they  tha$  do  that  they  fhould  not,  fhould 
“ heare  what  they  would  not.'1 

*f  i.  e.  True  joke  is  no  joke. 
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dialed,  and  fprightlinefs  of  Goldoni  may,  perhaps,  be 
more  adapted  to  the  tafte  of  the  vulgar.  His  Suppositi 
was  tranflated  by  Gascoicne,  (who  was  himfelf  no  in- 
elegant poet)  and  it  is  now  reprinted  in  jhe  colleCiion 
here  offered  to  the  public.  The  reader  will  immediately 
obferve,  that  part  of  the  ftory  is  the  fame  with  that  of 
Lucentio  and  Bianca  in  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew; 
but  it  is  not  demonflrably  certain,  that  Shakefpeare  bor- 
rowed his  plot  from  Galcoigne,  as  Mr.  Farmer  con- 
jectures *,  fince  he  alters  mofl  of  the  names,  and  changes 
Sienna  and  Ferrara  into  Pifa  and  Padua,  Philogano  into 
Vincentio,  andDulippo  into  Tranio  : it  is  more  probable, 
that  he  found  the  whole  ftory,  together  with  that  of  Ca- 
therine and  Petruchio,  in  fome  book  of  novels  tranflated 
from  the  Italian. 

The  untrussing  of  the  humorous  poet  is  a - 
fatire  upon  Ben  Jonson,  who  had  given  the  author  a very 
juft  provocation  in  his  Poetaster,  where  he  ridicules 
Bekker  by  the  name  of  Crispinus.  It  may  be  no  un- 
plcafing  amufement  to  the  reader,  to  compare  the  two  - 
productions  of  thefe  rival  poets  : there  is  certainly  a graat 
deal  of  wit  in  both  of  them  ; and,  perhaps,  Derker 
had  the  advantage  ©f  his  antagoniil  in  the  bitternefs  of 
his  farcafms,  and  the  feverity  of  his  perfonal  reflections  ; 
but  the  principal  plot  of  Jonfon’s  comedy  is  far  more  di- 
verting than  that  of  his  adverfary,  as  the  characters  of 
the  poets  who  flourifhed  at  the  court  of  Auguftus,  which 
are  deferibed  with  great  learning  and  accuracy,  have 
fomething  in  them  more  interefting  to  us,  than  thofe  of 
fir  Quintilian  Shorthose,  and  the  courtiers  of  Wil- 
liam Rufus,  in  wiiofe  reign  our  poet  reprefents  the 
difgrace  of  poor  Horace.  On  the  whole,  we  cannot 
help  being  more  inclined  to  favour  Dekker,  who  only 
meant  to  retaliate  the  infults  of  his  rival,  than  Jonfon, 
who  firft  infalted  him,  and  w?ho  feems  by  all  his  wri- 
tings to  have  been  of  an  arrogant  and  overbearing  fpirit. 


See  the  Preface  to  The  Supp oks. 
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unwilling  to  allow  his  contemporaries  their  due  lhare  of 
praife,  or  to  bear  a poetical  brother  near  his  throne. 

As  the  piece  which  follows,  called  The  Return  from 
Parnassus,  is,  perhaps,  the  moll  fmgular  compolition 
in  our  language,  it  may  be  proper  to  give  a fuccinft  ana- 
lyfis  of  it.  This  Satirical  Drama  feems  to  have  beea 
compofed  by  the  wits  and  fcholars  of  Cambridge,  where 
it  was  afted  at  the  opening  of  the  laft  century.  The 
delign  of  it  was,  to  expofe  the  vices  and  follies  of  the 
rich  in  thofe  days,  and  to  fhow  that  little  attention  was- 
paid  by  that  clafs  of  men  to  the  learned  and  ingenious. 
Several  Students  of  various  capacities  and  difpofirions 
leave  the  univerlity  in  hopes  of  advancing  their  fortunes 
in  the  metropolis.  One  of  them  attempts  to  recommend 
himfelf  by  his  publications  ; another,  to  procure  a be- 
nefice by  paying  his  court  to  a young  fpark,  named 
Amoretto,  with  whom  he  had  been  intimate  at  col- 
lege; two  others  endeavour  to  gain  a fubfiftance  by  fuc- 
cellively  appearing  as  phyficians,  aftors,  and  mulrcians 
but  the  Man  of  Genius  is  difregarded,  and  at  1 all  pro- 
fecuted  for  his  produftions ; the  benefice  is  fold  to  an 
illiterate  Clown  ; and  in  the  end,  three  of  the  fcholar3 
are  compelled  to  fubmit  to  a voluntary  exile ; another 
returns  to  Cambridge  as  poor  as  when  he  left  it ; and' the. 
other  two,  finding  that  neither  their  medicines  not  their 
mufic  would  fupport  them,  refolve  to  turn  fhepherds, 
and  to  fpend  the  reft  of  their  days  on  the  Kentifh  downs. 
There  is  a great  variety  of  Charaftere  in  this  play, 
which  are  excellently  diftinguilhed  and  fupported  ; and 
fome  of  the  fcenes  have  as  much  wit  as  can  be  defired  in 
a perfect  comedy.  The  fimplicity  of  its  plan  muft  natu- 
rally bring  to  our  mind  the  Old  Species  of  Comedy  de- 
fcribed  by  Horace,  in  which,  before  it  was  reftrained  by 
a public  edift,  living  characters  were  expofed  by  name 
upon  the  ftage,  and  the  audience  made  merry  at  their 
expence  without  any  intricacy  of  plot,  or  diverfity  of 
aftion  : Thus  in  the  piece  before  us  Burbage  and 
Kemee,  two  famous  afters,  appear  in  their  proper  per-. 
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fons ; and  a number  of  acute  obfervations  are  made  on 
the  poets  of  that  age,  of  whom  the  Editor  has  given  an 
account  in  the  notes,  and  has  added  fome  chofen  fpeci- 
mens  of  their  poetry. 

Wily  Beguiled,  which  clofes  the  third  volume,  is 
a regular  and  very  pleafing  Comedy ; and,  if  it  were  ju- 
dicioufly  adapted  to  the  manners  of  the  times,  would 
make  no  contemptible  appearance  on  the  modern  ftage. 

This  was  the  ftate  of  the  Englifh  Theatre  when 
Shakespeare  rofe ; who  by  the  force  of  his  genius, 
without  any  alhftance  from  learning,  brought  the  Modern 
Species  of  Drama  to  fo  high  a degree  of  perfe&ion,  that 
it  rivals  or  furpalfes  the  feverer  and  more  elegant  models 
of  old  Greece  and  Rome.  The  charms  of  his  verfifica- 
tion,  from  which  our  dramatic  Blank  Verfe  has  been 
gradually  degenerating,  the  beauty  of  hi3  fpeeches  and 
defcriptions,  but,  above  all,  the  great  art  of  exprcffing 
the  vehement  paflions,  in  which  no  writer  of  any  age 
ever  equalled  him,  have  fupported  his  reputation,  not- 
withllanding  fome  human  blemifhes,  for  near  two  cen- 
turies ; and  whatever  praife  be  due  to  the  Tragedies  of 
the  Ancients  in  the  light  of  pure  and  finiihed  compofi- 
tions,  we  cannot  confides  them  as  the  only  models  of 
the  drama,  but  Shakespeare  flill  remains  the  Dramatic 
Poet  of  the  Englifh* 

It  was  thought,  that  a work  which  fhould  tend  to  il- 
luftrate  the  beauties,  and  extenuate  the  faults  of  this  great 
man,  the  boaft  and  wonder  of  our  nation ; which  fhould 
exhibit  in  a diltinft  view  the  rife  and  gradual  improve- 
ments of  our  Drama  before  his  time ; which  fhould  con- 
tain, as  it  were,  a Hiftory  of  our  Language  and  Verfi- 
cation,  and  bring  to  light  the  proda&ions  of  feveral  in- 
genious men,  would  not  be  unacceptable  to  an  Englifh 
reader  ; and  it  is  in  this  view  principally,  that  the  Editor 
hopes  for  his  indulgence.  He  was  perfuaded,  that  no 
publication,  however  removed  from  the  refinements  of 
this  polifhed  age,  could  be  undeferving  of  the  public 
attention,  if  it  contained  the  literary  monuments  and 
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poetical  antiquities  of  our  ifland,  and  made  us  better 
acquainted  with  the  genius  of  our  anceftors ; and  he  re- 
membered, that  even  Cicero,  in  the  moll  refined  age  of 
the  Roman  language,  was  fond  of  embellilhing  his  rhe- 
torical pieces  with  quotations  from  the  Old  Dramatic 
Poets  of  his  country. 

After  thefe  obfervations  on  the  nature  and  intent  of  the 
prefent  publication,  the  Editor  will  be  more  concife  with 
regard  to  himfelf.  He  begs  leave  to  inform  the  Reader, 
that,  having  had  the  honour  of  conducing  a new  edi- 
tion of  fir  Thomas  Hanmer’s  Shakespeare,  under  the 
immediate  direction  of  the  univerfity  of  Oxford,  he  was 
naturally  thrown  into  a courfe  of  reading  the  produdlions 
of  our  firlt  dramatic  writers,  in  order  to  explain  and 
illuftrate  the  obfolete  phrafes  and  allufions  to  ancient 
culloms,  which  occur  in  the  works  of  our  great  poet.  The 
beauties,  which  he  difcovered  in  fome  of  thefe  old  plays, 
being  greatly  obfcured  by  the  inaccuracy  of  modern  edi- 
tors, he  was  induced  to  make  inquiries  after*  the  earliell 
and  moll  correfl  imprefiions  of  them : in  which  purfuit 
he  received  afiillance  from  many  perfons  of  note  in  the 
literary  world,  and  particularly  from  Mr.  Garrick,  who 
very  politely  communicated  to  him  the  treafures  of  hia 
large  and  invaluable  Colledlion. 

In  feledling  fuch  pieces  as  feemed  worthy  of  the  pub- 
lic attention,  the  editor  avoided,  in  general,  giving 
thofe,  which  had  already  been  printed  by  Mr.  Dodlley  ; 
but  he  could  not,  confillently  with  his  plan,  omit  The 
Spanilh  Tragedy,  which,  as  it  Hands  in  the  prefent  col- 
Je&ion,  cleared  of  the  many  grofs  errors  in  the  former 
edition,  appears  almoll  a different  work.  The  fame  may 
be  faid  of  Ferrex  and  Porrex,  which  being  printed  by 
Dodlley  from  a furreptitious  copy,  has  hardly  a fingle 
fpeech  the  fame  with  the  prefent  edition. 

The  editor  has  avoided  the  tedious  pomp  of  too  many 
• philological  notes,  and,  though  in  a courfe  of  reading 
with  a view  to  his  work  he  cannot  but  have  collected 
fufficient  materials,  yet  he  has  chofen  to  fupprefs  all 
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thofe,  wfyfeh  might  diilurb  the  attention  without  aflifting 
the  judgment,  and  to  give  no  more  than  might  tend  to 
elucidate  a few  particular  paffages,  or  to  explain  fome  con- 
temporary writer.  Wherever  he  has  prefumed  to  deviate 
from  the  copies  before  him,  many  of  which  he  found  ex- 
ceedingly incorrect,  he  has  printed  the  Original  Reading 
at  the  bottom  of  the  page ; and,  if  in  any  paffage  he 
has  not  been  happy  enough  to  difcover  the  true  one,  he 
hopes  the  candid  reader  will  excufe  the  boldnefs  of  his 
conjectures. 

But  his  principal  care,  through  the  whole  work  has 
been  to  admit  no  compofition,  how  ancient  or  elegant 
foever,  in  which  the  author  has  not  payed  the  ftriCteft 
regard  to  virtue,  .and  morality ; for  without  thefe  the 
hneft  productions  of  human  genius  are  of  no  value  and 
deferve  no  attention. 


Ttf*  END  of  the  PREFACE. 


ADVERTISEMENT, 


HE  following  Jheets  were  printed  off,  and 


X nothing  remained  except  committing  the  De- 
dication and  Preface , ( already  finifhed,)  to  the: 
Prefs ; when  a violent  diforder  put  a period  at 
once  to  the  Life  and  the  Labours  of  the  learned 
and  ingenious  Editor.  Had  this  misfortune  been 
confined  merely  to  his  Friends , the  lofs  would  have 
been  great : but  the  Public  is  likewife  interefied 
in  it ; as  it  was  his  deftgn , in  cafe  of  due  encou- 
ragement, to  have  made  another  feleblion  of  our  old 
Dramatic  Ccmpofitions,  which  he  would  have  given, 
to  the  world  with  equal  accuracy  and  judgement ; 
and  afterwards  to  have  proceeded  to  other  ufeful 
and  elegant  Publications.  He  died  Obi,  23.  1772. 


figed  44. 


T O 


Sir  JOHN  HAWKINS, 

CHAIRMAN 
OF  THE  QUARTER  SESSIONS  FOR  THE 
COUNTY  OF  MIDDLESEX. 

SIR* 

1 Think  myfelf  peculiarly  happy  in  the 
honour  of  being  permitted  to  prefix 
your  name  to  the  following  fheets.  At  the 
fame  time  I muft  not  deny,  that,  in  my 
application  to  you  for  this  favour,  I was 
alfo  influenced  by  motives  of  felf-intereft : 
as  I am  confident,  your  name,  fir,  will 
prepofiefs  the  reader  in  behalf  of  the 
work ; and  that,  when  he  is  informed,  it 
has  been  approved  of  by  you,  it  will  need 
no  further  recommendation.  I mean  not 
here  to  arrogate  to  myfelf  the  merit  of 
other  men’s  labours : I pretend  to  no 
more  than  that  of  refcuing  from  oblivion 

a 2 the 


DEDICATION. 


the  works  of  fome  of  our  ingenious  an- 
ceftors,  and  rendering  them  intelligible 
to  every  reader  •>  to  the  effecting  of  which 
you,  fir,  by  your  judicious  remarks,  com- 
municated to  me,  have  not  a little  con- 
tributed. 

It  would  be  needlefs  to  inform  the 
public  either  of  your  general  love  of  lite- 
rature, or  your  particular  fkill  in  criticifm, 
efpecially  upon  the  works  of  our  great 
dramatic  poet,  as  you  have  prefented  them 
more  than  once  with  fpecimens  of  both ; 
and  will  foon  .give  us  a further  proof  in 
your  general  hiftory  of  mufic,  which  I am 
informed  you  are  now  publishing  with  in- 
finite labour  and  expence  : a work  which, 
I doubt  not,  will  do  honour  to  yourfelf, 
and  to  your  country. 

Were  this  dedication  intended  as  a pa- 
negyric, and  not  merely  as  a testimony  of 
my  refpedl  and  efleem,  I fhould  alfo  ex- 
patiate upon  the  Services  you  have  fo  fre- 
quently 


DEDICATION. 

qucnfly  done  the  public  in  your  capacity  of 
a magiftrate,  and  by  your  thorough  know- 
ledge of  the  laws  of  your  country.  Though 
even  here,  my  attempt  would  be  fuper- 
feded  by  that  public  evidence  you  have 
given  of  the  one,  in  your  late  excellent 
and  fpirited  charge  to  the  Grand  Jury  of 
Middlefex,  in  oppofition  to  the  turbulent 
fpiritof  fedition  and  riot;  and  by  thofe  tefti- 
monies  of  the  other  which  were  borne  you 
by  that  court  of  judicature  in  which  you 
prefide,  and  by  the  inhabitants  of  your 
parish  of  St.  Andrew’s,  Holbourn ; me- 
morials of  your  fervices  in  refcuing  by  a 
feries  of  legal  and  political  arguments  in 
the  one  inftance  the  county  of  Middlefex, 
and  in  the  other  your  fellow  parishioners, 
from  oppreffions  under  the  fandlion  of 
law. 

Your  propofal  for  reducing  the  feveral 
Statutes  relating  to  the  highways  into  one, 
the  publication  whereof  was  immediately 
followed  by  an  a£t  of  the  legifiature  for 

that 
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that  purpofe,  is  an  equal  confirmation  of 
your  proficiency  in  Englifh  jurifprudence, 
and  of  your  well-known  benevolence  tt» 
oppreffed  induftry. 


I have  the  honour  to  be, 


With  the  greatefi;  refpa£t,  Sif* 
Your  mod  obliged  and  obedient 


humble  fervant. 


Thomas  Hawkins. 
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CANDLEMAS. DAY, 

Or 

THE  KILLING  OF  THE  CHILDREN 
OF  ISRAEL, 

As  this  volume  is  devoted  to  the  earlier  fpecies  of  the  Drama, 
it  may  not  be  unacceptable  to  the  reader  to  fee  a fpecimen  of 
drama  tick  amufement , previous  to  the  Reformation ; efpecially , 
as  no  fuch  has  been  prefented  to  the  publick , of  a date  ante- 
cedent to  that  sera.  The  follozving  Myftery  is  preferved  in 
the  Bodleian  Library  amongjl  the  MSS.  bequeathed  to  the 
univerfity  by  Sir  Kenelm  Digby  : It  was  written  by  one  Ihan 
Parfre  in  1512,  of  whom  our  biographers  are  totally  flent ; 
and  there  remain  no  traces , by  which  we  can  difcover  what 
was  the  condition , or  profeffton  of  the  author . If  any  doubt 
Jhould  arife  of  the  authenticity  of  the  date  of  this  play , the 
reader  is  referred  to  the  original  itfelf:  vide  Cod • MSS • 
Kenelmi  Digby,  1734.  133. 
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The  Names  of  the  Pleyers. 


THE  POETE. 
Kyng  He  row  d. 

1 Knyght. 

2 Knyght. 

3 Knyght. 

4 Knyght. 

Wat  kin,  Mejfanger. 

5 y m eon,  the  Bysjhop. 
Joseph. 

Maria. 

Anna,  ProphetiJJd. 

A Virgyn. 

Angelus. 

1 Mulier. 

2 Mulier. 

3 Mulier. 

4 Mulier. 


Ihan  Parfre  ded  write  thys  hooke. 


CANDLEMAS-DAY, 

O R, 

THE  KILLING  OF  THE 

CHILDREN  of  ISRAEL. 
A°.  Do.  1512. 


Poeta . 

THIS  folemne  fed  to  be  had  in  remembraunce 
Of  Miffed  feynt  Anne , moder  to  our  lady, 

Whos  ryght  difcent  was  fro  kyngs  allyaunce. 

Of  Davyd  and  Salamon  witneffeth  the  ftory  ; 

Hir  bliflid  doughter,  that  callid  is  Maryy 
By  Godds  provifion  an  hufbond  fhuld  have, 

Callid  Jofeph , of  nature  old  and  drye. 

And  the  moder  unto  Chrift  that  all  the  world  fhall  favc : 

This  glorious  maiden  doughter  unto  Annay 
In  whos  worfhip  this  fell  we  honour. 

And  by  refemblaunce  likenyd  unto  manna, 

Wiche  is  in  tail  cceleftiall  of  favour. 

And  of  Jerico  the  fote  rofe  floure. 

Gold  Abryfon  callid  in  picture, 

Chofyn  for  to  bere  mankynds  favyour ; 

With  a prerogative  above  eche  creature. 

Thefe  grett  thyngs  remembred,  after  our  entenfc 
Is  for  to  worfhyppe  oure  lady  and  feynt  Anne : 

We  be  comen  heder  as  fervaunts  diligent 
Oure  proceffe  to  fhewe  you  as  we  can ; 

Wherfor  of  benevolence  we  pray  every  man. 

To  have  us  excufed,  that  we  no  better  doo. 

An  other  tyme  to  emende  it  if  we  can. 

Be  the  grace  of  God,  if  our  cunnyng  be  ther  too.’ 
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The  laft  yeer  we  ihewid  you,  and  in  this  place. 

How  the  lhepherds  of  Crijt  by  the  made  letification. 

And  thre  kyngs  that  ycome  fro  the  cuntrees  be  grace 
To  worfhip  Jefu  with  enteer  devotion  : 

And  now  we  propofe  with  hooll  affedtion. 

To  procede  in  oure  matter  as  we  can, 

And  to  fhew  you  of  our  ladies  purification, 

That  lhe  made  in  the  temple,  as  the  ufage  was  than  : 

And  after  that  fhall  Hcrowd  have  tydyngs, 

How  the  thre  kyngs  be  goon  hoom  another  way, 

That  were  with  Jefuy  and  made  ther  offryngs. 

And  promyfed  kynge  Herowde>  without  delay 
To  come  a geyn  by  him  ; this  is  no  nay. 

And  whan  he  will  that  thei  were  goon, 

Like  as  a wodman  he  gan  to  fray, 

And  commaunded  his  knyght  forth  to  go  a noon 
In  to  Ifraell , to  ferche  every  towne  and  cite 
For  all  the  children  that  thei  cowde  ther  fynde, 

Of  ij  yeers  age  and  under,  fparyng  neither  bonde  nor  free. 
But  lie  them  all,  either  for  foo  or  frende; 

Thus  he  commaunded  in  his  furious  mynde ; 

Thought  that  Jefu  fhuld  have  be  oon, 

And  yitt  he  failed  of  his  froward  mynde ; 

For  by  Gods  providaunce  our  lady  was  in  to  Egypte  gon, 
Frends,  this  procelTe  we  propofe  to  pley  as  we  can, 
Before  you  all  here  in  your  prefens. 

To  the  honor  of  God,  our  lady,  and  feynt  Anne 
Befeechyng  you  to  geve  us  pefeable  audiens. 

And,  ye  menilrallis  doth  your  diligens; 

And,  ye  virgynes,  fhewe  fume  fport  and  plefure, 

Thefe  people  to  folas,  and  to  do  God  reverens ; 

As  ye  be  appoynted  doth  your  befy  cure. 

Et  tripudient . 1 


i tripident . fic. 


&c. 


CANDLEMAS-DAY, 


Herodes . 

ABOVE  all  kynges  under  the  clowdys  criftall, 
Royally  I reigne  in  welthe  without  woo. 

Of  plefaunt  profperytie  I lakke  non  at  all ; 
Fortune  I fynde,  that  flic  is  not  my  foo, 

I am  kyng  Herowd , I will  it  be  knowen  fo. 

Molt  ftrong  and  myghty  in  feld  for  to  fyght, 

And  to  venquyfhe  my  enemyes  that  a geynft  me  do; 

I am  moil  be  dred  with  my  bronde  bryght. 

My  grett  goddes  I gloryfye  with  gladnefle, 

And  to  honoure  them  I knele  up  on  my  knee ; 

For  thei  have  fett  me  in  folas  from  all  fadneiTe, 

That  no  conqueroure  nor  knyght  is  compared  to  me ; 
All  the  that  rebelle  a geyns  me  ther  bane  I will  be. 

Or  grudge  a geyns  my  godds  on  hyll  or  hethe ; 

All  fuche  rebellers  I fhall  make  for  to  flee, 

And  with  hard  punylhements  putt  them  to  dethe. 

What  erthely  wretches,  what  pompe  and  pride. 

Do  a geyns  my  lawes  or  withftonde  myne  entent, 

Thei  fhall  fuffre  woo  and  peyne  thrugh  bak  and  fyde. 
With  a very  myfchaunce  ther  flefhe  fhal  be  all  to  rent; 
And  all  my  foes  fhall  have  fuche  commaundement 
That  they  fhalbe  glad  to  do  my  byddyn  ay, 

Or  ells  thei  fhalbe  in  woo  and  myfchcfF  permanent. 
That  thei  fhall  fere  me  nyght  and  day. 


My 
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My  meflanger,  at  my  commaundement  come  hedcr 
to  me, 

And  take  lied  what  I fhall  to  the  fay : 

I charge  the,  loke  a bought  thurgh  my  cuntre 
To  afpye  if  ony  rebell  do  a geynft  our  lay  ; * 

And  if  ony  fuchc  come  in  thy  way, 

Brynge  hem  in  to  our  hygh  prefens, 

And  we  fhall  fe  them  correftid,  or  thei  go  hens. 

Watkyn , the  Mejfanger • 

My  lord,  your  commaundement  I have  fulfilled 
Evyn  to  the  uttermoft  of  my  pore  power; 

And  I wold  (hew  you  more,  fo  ye  wold  be  contentid, 

But  I dare  not,  left  ye  wold  take  it  in  anger: 

For  if  it  liked  you  not,  I am  fure  my  deth  were  nere ; 
And  therfor,  my  lord,  I wole  hold  my  peas. 

Herod. 

I warne  the,  thu  tray  tor,  that  thu  not  fe  as 
To  obferve  every  thyng  thu  knoweft  a geyns  our 
reverence. 

Mejfanger . 

My  lord,  if  ye  have  it  in  your  remembraunce, 

Ther  were  iij  ftraunger  knyghts,  but  late  in  your  prefence, 
That  went  to  Bedlem  to  offre  with  due  obfervaunce. 

And  promyfed  to  come  a geyn  by  you  without  variaunce ; 
But  by  ther  bonys  ten,  thei  be  to  you  untrue. 

For  homeward  an  other  wey  thei  doo  fue. 

Herod. 

Now  be  my  grett  godds,  that  be  fo  full  of  myght 
I will  be  a vengid  upon  Ifraell , if  this  tale  be  true. 

* a our  LA  Y 5 *•*.  again  ft  our  law  : So  again , pag.  20  6 Vol.  2d. 
— - not  for  thy  lay,  not  for  tby  law;  not  on  account  of  thy  religion  : from 
the  French , Loy.  So  in  the  old  ftory  of  Sir  Cauline,  a Pagan  Knight  is 
called  upon  to 

— — believe  on  Chrifte  bis  t a y e . 

See  Religues  of  Anc , Eng , Poet.  Vol.  ]>  p.  45. 

MeJJanger. 
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Mejfanger. 

That  it  is,  my  lord,  my  trouth  1 you  plight, 

For  ye  founde  me  never  falfe  fyn  ye  me  knewe. 

Herod. 

I do  perceyve,  though  I be  here  in  my  cheff  cite* 
Callid  Jerufalem , my  riche  royall  town, 

I am  falfly  difceyved  by  ftraunge  knyghts  three : 

Therfor,  my  knyghts,  I warne  you,  without  delacion, 
That  ye  make  ferche  thurgh  out  all  my  region, 

Withoute  ony  tarieng  my  wille  may  be  feen, 

And  fie  all  tho  children  without  excepcion 
Of  to  yeers  of  age,  that  within  lfraell  bene  : 

For  within  my  felf  thus  I have  concluded, 

For  to  avoide  a wey  all  interrupcion, 

Sythens  thes  thre  knyghts  have  me  thus  falfly  deluded. 
As  in  manner  by  froward  collufion, 

And  a geyn  reforted  horn  in  to  ther  region  : 

But  yitt,  maugre  ther  herts,  I fhall  avengid  be : 

Bothe  in  Bedlem  and  my  provynces  everychone, 

Sle  all  the  children  to  kepe  my  liberte. 

1 Miles . 

My  lord,  ye  may  be  fure  that  I fhall  not  fpare 
For  to  fulfille  your  noble  commaundement, 

With  fharpe  fword  to  perfe  them  ail  bare, 

In  all  cuntrees  that  be  to  you  adjacent. 

2 Miles . 

And  for  your  fake  to  oblerve  your  commaundement. 

3 Miles . 

Not  on  of  them  all  our  hands  fhall  aflert. 

4 Miles . 

For  we  wole  cruelly  execute  your  judgement 
With  fwerde  and  fpere  to  perfe  them  thurgh  the  hert. 
Herod . 

I thanke  you,  my  knyghts ; but  loke  ye,  make  no 
tarieng, 

Go  arme  your  felf  in  flele  fhynyng  bright ; 

And  conceyve  in  your  mynds,  that  I am  your  kyng. 


Gevyng 


I o CANDLEMAS. DAY,  & c. 

Gevyng  you  charge,  that  with  all  your  myght 
In  confirmacion  ©f  my  tytell  of  ryght. 

That  ye  go  and  loke  for  myn  advantage. 

And  fie  all  the  children  that  come  in  your  fight 
Wiche  ben  within  two  years  of  age. 

Now  be  ware,  that  my  byddyng  ye  truly  obey. 
For  non  but  I fhall  reigne  with  equyte; 

Make  all  the  children  on  your  fwords  to  dey, 

I charge  you,  fpare  not  oon  for  mercy  nor  pyte. 

Am  not  I lord  and  kyng  of  the  cuntre  ? 

The  crowne  of  all  ferufalem  longith  to  me  of  right ; 
Who  fo  ever  fey  nay  of  high  or  lowe  degre, 

I charge  you,  fie  all  fuche  that  come  in  your  fyght. 

1 Miles. 

My  lord,  be  ye  fure,  accordyng  to  your  will. 

Like  as  ye  charge  us  be  ilreigt  commaundement. 

All  the  children  of  Ifraell  doubtles  we  fhall  kylle 
Within  to  yeers  of  age,  this  is  our  entent. 

2 Miles . 

My  lord  of  all  Jtirye,  we  hold  you  for  chef  regent, 
By  titell  of  enheritaunce  as  your  aunceftors  be  forn ; 
He  that  feith  the  contrary,  be  Mahound , fhalbe  fhent, 
And  curfe  the  tyme  that  ever  was  born. 

Herod . 

I thanke  you,  my  knyghts,  with  hooll  affe&ion, 
And  whan  ye  come  ageyn  I fhall  you  avaunce ; 
Therfor  quyte  you  wele  in  feld  and  town. 

And  of  all  the  fondlyngs  make  a delyverance. 


Here  the  Knyghts  Jball depart e from  Herowd  to  Ifraell  \ 
and  Watkyn  fhall  abyde , feyng  thus  to  Herod : 

Watkin.  * 

Now,  my  lord,  I befeche  you  to  here  my  dalyaunce, 

I wole  afke  you  a bone,  if  I durfl  a right ; 

* This  Cmich  shar after  ferns  to  have  been  introduced  to  entertain  the 
populace* 

But 
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Cut  I were  loth  ye  fhuld  take  ony  difplefaunce : 

Now,  for  Mab (Kinds  fake,  make  me  a knyght. 

For  oon  thyng  I promyfe  you,  I will  manly  fight. 

And  for  to  avenge  your  quarrell  I dare  undertake ; 
Though  I fey  my  felf,  I am  a man  of  myght, 

And  dare  live  and  deye  in  this  quarrell  for  your  fake ; 

For  whan  I com  amonge  them,  for  fere  thei  fhall  quake ; 
And,  though  thei  lharme  and  crye,  I care  not  a myght. 
But  with  my  fharpe  fworde  ther  ribbes  I ihall  fhake 
Evyn  thurgh  the  guttes  for  anger  and  defpight. 

Herozud . 

Be  thi  trouthe,  Watkyn,  wold  ell  thu  be  made  a knyght  ? 
Thu  halt  be  my  fervaunt  and  mefianger  many  a day, 

But  thu  were  never  provid  in  battaile  nor  in  fight. 

And  therfor  to  avaunce  the  fo  fodenly  I ne  may  : 

But  oon  thyng  to  the  I fhall  fay, 

Be  caufe  I fynde  the  true  in  thyn  entent. 

Forth  with  my  knyghts  thu  fhalt  take  the  way. 

And  quyte  the  wele,  and  thu  Ihall  it  not  repent. 

Watkyn . 

Now  a largeys,  my  lord,  1 am  ryght  wele  apaid. 

If  I do  not  wele,  ley  my  hed  upon  a itokke ; 

I Ihall  go  fhew  your  knyghts  how  ye  have  feid, 

And  arme  my  felf  manly  and  go  forth  on  the  fiokke. 

And  if  I fynde  a young  child  I fhall  choppe  it  on  a 
blokke. 

Though  the  moder  be  angry  the  child  fhalbe  flayn : 

But  yitt  I dredde  no  thyng  more  than  a woman  with  a 
rokke, 

For  if  I fe  ony  fuche,  be  my  feith,  I come  a geyn. 
Herozvd . 

What,  fhall  a woman  with  a rokke  drive  thee  away  ? 
Fye  on  thee,  traitor,  now  I tremble  for  tene, 

I have  trufted  the  long,  and  many  a daye ; 

A bold  man  and  an  hardy  I went  f thu  haddill  ben.. 

f i,  e,  weedd. 


Watkyn • 
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Watkyn . 

So  am  I,  my  lord,  and  that  lhalbe  Teen, 

That  I am  a bold  man  and  belt  dare  a byde. 

And  ther  come  an  hundred  women  I wole  not  fleen,' 

But  fro  morrowe  tyll  nyght  with  them  I dare  chide. 

And  therfor,  my  lord,  ye  may  trult  unto  me ; 

For  all  the  children  of  Ifraell  your  knyghts  and  I lhall 
kylle, 

I wyll  not  fpare  on,  butt  dede  thei  lhall  be. 

If  the  fader  and  moder  will  lete  me  have  my  wille. 
Hercwd, 

Thu  lurdevn,  f take  hed  what  I fey  the  tyll. 

And  high  the  to  my  knyghts  as  fall  as  thu  can  : 

Say,  Iwarne  them  in  ony  wyfe  ther  blood  that  thei  fpillc, 
A bought  in  every  cuntre,  and  lette  for  no  man* 

Watkyn . 

Nay,  nay,  my  lord,  we  Wyll  let  for  no  man. 

Though  ther  come  a thouland  on  a rought ; 

For  your  knyghts  and  I will  kylle  them  all,  if  we  can ; 
But  for  the  wyves  that  is  all  my  dought. 

And  if  I fe  ony  walkyng  a bought, 

I will  take  good  hede  tyll  the  be  goon. 

And  aflone  as  I afpye  that  Hie  is  cute. 

By  my  feith,  into  the  hous  I will  go  anon. 

And  this  I promyfe  you,  that  I lhall  never  llepe. 

But  evermore  wayte  to  fynde  the  children  alone; 

And  if  the  moder  come  in,  under  the  bench  I will  crepe, 
And  lye  llille  ther  tyll  Hie  be  goon, 

Than  manly  I lhall  come  out  and  hir  children  lloon. 

And  whan  I have  don  I lhall  renne  fait  away : 

If  Ihe  founde  hir  child  dede,  and  toke  me  tfter  alone, 

Be  my  feith,  I am  fure  we  Ihuld  make  a fray. 

Herowd . 

Nay,  harlott,  abyde  Hyile  with  my  knyghts  I warne  the, 
Tyll  the  children  be  llayn  all  the  hooll  rought; 

•f*  Lur-Dane  was  a name  given  by  our  ancefors  to  the  Danes  for  their 
lazinefsy  infolence , and  cewardife*  See  Webb's  Vind,  of  Stone-Heng. 
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And  whan  thu  comyft  home  a gayn  I fhall  avaunce  the. 
If  thu  quyte  thee  like  a man  whill  thu  art  ought. 

And  if  thu  pley  the  coward,  I put  the  owt  of  dought. 

Of  me  thu  (halt  neyther  have  fe  nor  advauntage, 

Therfor  I charge  you  the  contre  be  well  fought. 

And  whan  thu  comyft  home  fhalt  have  thi  wage. 

TVatkyn. 

Yis,  fer,  be  my  trouthe,  ye  ftiall  wele  knowc 
Whill  I am  oute  how  I fhall  aquyte  me. 

For  I propofe  to  fpare  neither  high  nor  lowe. 

If  trier  be  no  man  wole  fmyte  me ; 

The  moft  I fere  the  wyves  will  bete  me, 

Yitt  fhall  I take  good  hert  to  me  and  loke  wele  abought. 
And  loke  that  your  knyghts  be  not  ferre  fro  me. 

For  if  I be  alone  I may  fone  gete  a ftought, 

Herod . 

I fay,  hye  the  hens,  that  thu  were  goon. 

And  unto  my  knyghts  loke  ye  take  the  way, 

And  fey,  I charge  them  that  my  commaundement  be  don 
In  all  haft  poflible  without  more  delay; 

And  if  ther  be  ony  that  will  fey  you  nay, 

Redde  him  of  his  lyff  out  of  hand  anon ; 

And  if  thu  quyte  the  weell  unto  my  pay, 

I fhall  make  the  a knyght  aventryous  whan  thu  comyft 
home. 

Watlyn. 

Syr  knyghts,  I muft  go  forth  with  you. 

Thus  my  lord  commaunded  me  for  to  don ; 

And  if  I quyte  me  weell  whill  I am  amonge  you, 

I fhalbe  made  a knyght  aventrys  whan  I come  home : 

For  oon  thyng  I promyfe  you,  I will  fight  anon. 

If  my  hert  faile  not  whan  I fhalbe  gynne ; 

The  moft  I fere  is  to  come  amonge  women. 

For  thei  fight  like  devells  with  ther  rokke  whan  thei 
fpynne. 

i Miles , 

Watkyn , I love  thee,  for  thu  art  e\ren  a man ; 

Jf  thu  quyte  the  weell  in  this  greet  viage, 


I fhall 
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I ihall  fpeke  to  my  lord  for  the  that  I can. 

That  thu  flialt  no  more  be  neither  grome  nor  page; 

2 Miles . 

I wyll  fpeke  for  the  that  thu  lhall  have  better  wage. 

If  thu  quyte  the  manly  amonge  the  wyves; 

For  thei  be  as  fers  as  a lyon  in  a cage, 

Whan  thei  are  vroken  ought  to  reve  men  of  ther  lives. 

Here  the  Knyghts  and  Watkyn  walke  abought  the 
place  tyll  Mary  and  Jofeph  be  conveid  in  to  Egipt. 
Dixit  Angel  us. 

Angelas. 

O Jofeph , ryfe  up,  and  loke  thu  tary  nought; 

Take  Mary  with  the,  and  in  to  Egipt  flee ; 

For  Jefu  thy  fone  purfuyd  is  and  fought  y 
By  kyng  Herozvd , the  wiche  of  grete  inyquytc 
Commaunded  hath  thurgh  Bedlem  cite, 

Jn  his  cruell  and  fury o us  rage. 

To  fle  all  the  children  that  be  in  that  cuntre. 

That  may  be  founde  within  to  yeers  of  age  : 

Ther  lhall  he  fhewe  in  that  region 
Diverfe  myracles  of  his  high  regalye, 

In  all  ther  temples  the  mawments  fhall  falle  down. 

To  fliew  a tokyn  towards  the  partie, 

This  child  hath  lordlhip,  as  prophets  do  fpeake. 

And  at  his  comyng  thurgh  his  myghty  hond 
In  defpight  of  all  idolatrye, 

Every  oon  fhall  falle  whan  he  comvth  in  to  the  load. 
Jofeph. 

O good  lord,  of  thi  gracious  ordenaunce. 

Like  as  thu  lift  for  our  journey  provide. 

In  this  viage  with  humble  attendaunce 
As  God  difpofeth  and  lift  to  be  our  gyde, 

Therfor  upon  them  both'e  mekely  I lhall  abide. 

Praying  to  that  Lord  to  thynk  upon  us  three. 

Us  to  preferve  wheder  we  go  or  ryde 
Towards  Egipte  from  all  advercitie. 

Mary . 
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Mary . 

Now,  hufband,  in  all  hart  I pray  you,  go  we  liens, 

For  dredd  of  Herowd  that  cruell  knyght : 

Gentyll  fpoufe,  now  do  your  diligens. 

And  bryng  your  afTe,  I pray  you,  a non  right. 

And  from  hens  let  us  paffe  with  all  our  myght. 
Thankyng  that  Lord  fo  for  us  doth  provide. 

That  we  may  go  from  Herowd  that  curfed  wyght, 

Wiche  will  us  devour  if  that  we  abide, 

Jofeph. ' 

Mary , you  to  do  pleafaunce  without  ony  Ictt 
I ihall  brynge  forth  your  alfe  without  more  delay; 
Fulfone,  Mary , theron  ye  fnalbe  fett, 

And  this  litell  child  that  in  your  wombe  lay. 

Take  hym  in  your  armys,  Mary , I you  pray, 

And  of  your  fwete  mvlke  let  him  fowke  inowe, 

Mawger  Herozvd  and  his  grett  fray  : 

And  as  your  fpoufe,  Mary , I Ihall  go  with  you. 

This  ferdell  of  gere  I ley  upon  my  bakke  : 

Now  I am  redy  to  go  from  this  cuntre, 

All  my  fmale  inflruments  is  putt  in  my  pakke. 

[Et  exeunt. 

Now  go  we  hens,  Mary , it  will  no  better  be. 

For  drede  of  Herowd , a paas  I wyll  high  me. 

Lo,  now  is  our  geer  truifid  both  more  and  leile  : 

Mary , for  to  plcfe  you  with  all  humylite 
I fhall  go  be  fore,  and  lede  forth  your  aife. 

Here  Mary  and  Jofeph  Jhall  go  out  of  the  place , and 
the  godds  Jhall  Jail : and  than  frail  come  in  the 
women  of  Ifrael  with  young  children  in  ther  armys, 
and  than  the  knyght s Jhall  go  to  them  fayng  as 
foluyth  : 

i Miles. 

Herke,  ye  wyfFys,  we  be  come  your  houlhold  to  vifite; 
Though  ye  be  never  fo  wroth  nor  wood, 

With  fharpe  fwerds  that  redely  will  byte, 
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All  your  children  within  to  yeers  age  in  our  cruell  mood 
Thurghe  out  all  Bethieem  to  kylle  and  fhed  ther  young 
blood. 

As  we  be  bound  be  the  commaundement  of  the  kyng: 
Who  that  feith  nay,  we  fhall  make  a flood 
To  renne  in  the  firetis  by  ther  blood  Ihedyng. 

2 Miles . 

Therfor  unto  us  ye  make  a del)veraunce 
Of  your  young  children,  and  that  a none. 

Or  ells,  be  Mahounde , we  fhall  geve  a myfchaunce, 

Our  fharpe  fvverds  thurgh  your  bodies  fhall  goon. 

Watkyn. 

Therfor  be  ware,  for  we  will  not  leve  oon 
In  all  this  cuntre  that  fhall  us  efcape, 

I  fhall  rather  flee  them  everychoon. 

And  make  them  to  lye  and  mowe  like  an  ape. 

1 Mu  Her. 

Fye  on  you,  traitors  of  cruell  tormentrye, 

Wiche  with  your  fwerds  of  mortall  violens, — 

2 Mu  Her. 

Our  young  children,  that  can  no  focoure  but  cric, 
Wyll  flee  and  devoure  in  ther  innocens. 

3 Mulier. 

Ye  falfe  traitors  unto  God,  ye  do  grett  offens. 

To  fle  and  morder  young  children  that  in  the  cradell 
flumber. 

4 Mulier . 

But  we  women  fhall  make  a geyns  you  refiflens 
After  our  power,  your  malice  to  encomber. 

Watkyn . 

Peas,  you  folyfhe  quenys,  wha  fliuld  you  defende 
Ageyns  us  armyd  men  in  this  apparaile  ? 

We  be  bold  men,  and  the  kyng  us  ded  fende 
Hedyr  in  to  this  cuntre  to  hold  with  you  battaile. 
i Mulier . 

Fye  upon  the  coward,  of  the  I will  not  faile 
To  dubbe  the  knyght  with  my  rokke  roundej 
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Women  be  ferfe  when  thei  lift  to  affaile, 

Suche  proucje  boyes  to  cafte  to  the  grounded 
2 Mu  Her. 

Avaunt,  ye  fkowtys,  I defye  you  everychone. 

For  I wole  bete  you  all  my  felf  alone. 

[Watkyn  hie  occidet  per  fe. 

1 Mulier . 

Alas,  alaffe,  good  coffynnes,  this  is  a forowfull  peyn. 
To  fe  our  dere  children  that  be  fo  yong 
With  thefe  caytyves  thus  fodeynly  to  be  flayn : 

A vengeaunce  I afke  on  them  all  for  this  grett  wrong. 

2 Mulier . 

And  a very  myfeheff  mut  come  them  a monge, 

Wherfo  ever  thei  be  come  or  goon ; 

For  thei  have  killed  my  yong  fone  John. 

3 Mulier. 

Goftippis,  a fhamefull  deth  I afke  upon  Herowde  our 
kyng. 

That  thus  rygoroufly  our  children  hath  flayn. 

4 Mulier. 

I pray  God  bryng  hym  to  an  ille  endyng, 

And  in  helle  pytte  to  dwelle  ever  in  peyn. 

Watkyn. 

What,  ye  harlotts  ? I have  afpied  certeyn. 

That  ye  be  tratorys  to  my  lord  the  kyng, 

And  therfor  I am  fure,  ye  fhall  have  an  ille  endyng. 

1 Mulier . 

If  ye  abide,  Watkyn , you  and  I fhall  gam$ 

With  my  diftaff  that  is  fo  rounde. 

2 Mulier • 

And  if  I feas  thanne  have  I fhame, 

Tyll  thu  he  fellid  down  to  the  grounde. 

3 Mulier. 

And  I may  gete  the  within  my  bounde. 

With  this  ftaffe  I fhall  make  thee  lame. 

Watkyn . 

Yee,  I come  no  more  ther,  be  feynt  Mahound ; 

For  if  I do,  methynketh  I fhall  be  made  tame. 

Vol.  I.  „ £ 
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i Mulier . 

Abyde,  Watkyn,  I fhall  make  the  a knyght. 

Watkyn . 

Thu  make  me  a knyght  ? that  were  on  the  newe; 

But  for  fhame,  my  trouthc  I you  plight, 

I lhud  bete  you  bak  and  fide  tyll  it  were  blewe; 

But,  be  my  God  Mahounde , that  is  fo  true. 

My  hert  be  gynne  to  fayle,  and  waxeth  feynt, 

Or  ells,  be  Mahounds  blood,  ye  fhuld  it  rue. 

But  ye  fhall  lofe  your  goods  as  traitors  atteynt* 
i Mulier . 

What,  thu  jabell,  canft  not  have  do  ? 

Thu  and  thi  cumpany  fhall  not  depart, 

Tyll  of  our  diftavys  ye  have  take  part.— 

Therfor  ley  on,  goflippes,  with  a mery  hart. 

And  1 ett  them  not  from  us  goo. 

Here  tbei  fhall  bete  Watkyn;  and  the  Knyght s fhall 
come  to  refue  hym , and  than  tbei  go  to  Herowds 
hous  fayng  — 

1 Miles. 

Honorable  prynce  of  grett  apparayle, 

Thurgh  Jerufalem  and  Jude , your  wyll  we  have  wrought. 
Full  fuerly  harneyfed  in  arms  of  plate  and  maile. 

The  children  of  Ifraell  unto  deth  we  have  brought. 

2 Mi  let. 

Syr,  to  werke  your  commaundement  we  lettid  nought. 
In  the  ftrets  of  the  children  to  make  a flood ; 

We  fparid  neither  fpr  care  nor  thought, 

Thurgh  Bethlem  to  ihedde  all  the  young  bipod. 

Watkyn . 

In  feyth,  my  lord,  all  the  children  be  dede. 

And  all  the  men  out  of  the  cuntre  be  goon  ; 

Ther  be  but  women,  and  thei  crie  in  every  flede, 

A vengeaunce  take  kyng  Herode , for  he  hath  our  children 
flean  ! 

* And  bidde,  a mifchefif  take  him.  both  evyn  and  morn  ! 
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For  feylling  of  ther  children  on  you  thei  crie  oute* 

And  thus  goth  your  name  all  the  cuntre  abought. 

Herodes. 

Oute,  I am  madde,  my  wyttes  be  nei  goon, 

I am  wo  for  the  workyng  of  this  werke  wylde ; 

For  as  wele  I have  flayn  my  frends  as  my  foon, 

Wherfor  I fere,  deth  hath  me  begyled ; 

Notwithllondyng  fyn  thei  be  all  defyled. 

And  on  the  young  blood  of  Bethlem  wrought  wo  and 
wrake, 

Yitt  I am  in  no’certeyn  of  that  yong  child : 

Now  for  woo  myn  herte  gynneth  to  quake* 

Alas,  I am  fo  forowful  and  fett  in  of  fadnes, 

I chille  and  chevere  for  this  orrible  chaunce ; 

I commaunde  you  all,  as  ye  wole  ftond  in  my  grace. 

Aft  this  yong  kyng  to  mak  good  enqueraunce. 

And  he  that  bryngeth  me  tydyngs  I fhall  hym  avaunce. 
Now  unto  my  chamber  I purpofe  me  this  tyde. 

And  I charge  you,  to  my  precept  geve  attendaunce. 

In  ony  place  wher  ye  goo  or  ryde. 

What,  out,  out  alias ! I wene  I fhall  dey  this  day  ; 

My  hert  tremblith  and  quakith  for  feer. 

My  robys  I rende  a to  ; for  I am  in  a fray. 

That  my  hert  will  breft  afunder  evyn  heer.  — 

My  lord  Maboundy  I pray  the  with  hert  entcer. 

Take  my  foule  in  to  thy  holy  hande; 

For  I fele  by  my  hert,  I fhall  dey  evyn  heer. 

For  my  leggs  falter,  I may  no  lenger  ftande. 

Here  dieth  Herowde,  and  Symeon  Jball fey  as  feluyth  ; 
Symeon . 

Now,  God,  that  art  both  lok  and  keye 
Of  all  goodneffe  and  gooftly  governaunce, 

So  geve  us  grace  thi  lawys  to  obeye, 

That  we  unto  the  do  no  difpleafaunce ; 

Lett  thi  grace  of  mercifull  haboundaunce 

B % Upon 
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Upon  me  fhyne,  that  callid  am  Symeon , 

So  that  I may  without  any  variaunce 
Teche  thi  people  thi  lawis  every  chon: 

From  the  fterrid  hevyn,  lord,  thu  lift  come  down 
In  to  the  clofett  of  a pure  virgyn. 

Our  kynde  to  take  for  mannys  falvation* 

Thi  grett  mercy  thu  lowe  lyft  enclyne, 

Lyke  as  prophetys  by  grace  that  is  divyne 
Have  prophecied  of  the,  fy the  longe  afforn  ; 

It  is  fulfilled,  1 knows  be  ther  dodtryne. 

And  of  a chaft  maide,  I wote  wele,  thu  art  born. 

Now,  good  Lord,  hertly  I the  pray. 

Here  my  requefte,  grounded  upon  right : 

Moil  bliiTed  Lord,  lett  me  never  dey 
Tyll  that  I of  the  may  have  a fight; 

Thu  art  fo  glorious,  fo  Miffed,  and  fo  bright. 

That  thi  prefence  to  me  fhuld  be  gret  folas ; 

I fhall  not  refte,  but  pray  bothe  day  and  nyght 
Tyll  I may  behold,  o Lord,  thi  fwete  face. 

Here  jhall  our  Lady  come  forth  holdyng  Jefu  in  hir 
armysy  and  fey  this  lainguage  foluyng  fo  Jofeph. 

Maria . 

fofephy  my  fpoufe,  tyme  it  is,  we  goo 
Unto  the  temple  to  make  an  offrynge 
Of  our  fwete  Tone ; the  law  commandith  fo. 

And  ij  yonge  dowys  with  us  for  to  bryng 
In  to  a prefts  hands,  without  tarieng, 

I fhall  prefente  for  an  obfervaunce, 

Our  babe  fo  bliiTed  wiche  is  but  yonge 
With  me  to  go,  I pray  you,  make  purviaunce* 

Jofeph . 

Moft  bliiTed  fpoufe,  me  lift  not  to  feyne, 

Fayn  wold  I plefe  you  with  hooll  affeccion  ; 

Behold  now,  wyff,  here  are  dowys  tweyne. 

Of  wiche  ye  fhull  make  an  oblacion. 

With  Qur  child  of  full  grett  devocion : 

Goth 
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Goth  forth  a forn,  hertly  I you  pray. 

And  I fhall  folue,  void  of  prefumpcion. 

With  true  entent  as  an  old  man  may. 

Here  Maria  and  Jofeph  go  towards  the  temple  with  Jefu 
and  ij  dowes , and  our  lady  feith  unto  Symeon  : 

Maria . 

Heyll,  holy  Symeon , full  of  grett  vertu; 

To  make  an  offryng  I gan  my  felf  perveye 
Of  my  fovereyne  fone  that  callid  is  Jefu> 

With  ij  yonge  dowes,  the  lawe  to  obeye. 

Toward  this  temple,  grace  lift  me  convey  e. 

Of  Godds  fone  to  make  a prefentacion ; 

Wherfore,  Symeon , hertly  I you  pray. 

In  to  your  hands  take  myn  oblacion. 

Here  Jhall  Symeon  receyve  of  Maria,  Jefu,  and  y 
dowis , and  holde  Jefu  in  his  armys  expownyng  Nunc 
dimittis  &V.  feyng  thus  ; 

Symeon, 

Welcome,  lord,  excellent  of  power; 

And  welcome,  Maria9  with  your  fone  fovereyne  : 

Your  oblacion  of  hooll  herte  and  enteer 
I receyve,  with  thefe  dowys  tweyne : 

Welcome,  babe ; for  joye  what  may  I feyn  ? 

Atwen  myn  armys  now  fhall  I thee  embrace; 

My  prayer.  Lord,  was  not  made  in  veyn, 

For  now  I fe  thy  celeftiall  face. 

[Here  declare  Nunc 
O blifled  Lord,  aft  thi  language, 

In  parfight  peas  now  lett  thy  fervaunt  refte  ; 

For  why,  myn  eyen  have  feyn  thi  vifage. 

And  eke  thyn  helthe  thurgh  my  meke  requeft: 

Of  the  derk  dungeon  let  the  gats  brqft 

- £ l 


Before 


tT.  CANDLE  MAS. DAY,  &cV 

Before  the  face  of  thyn  people  alle  ; 

Thu  haft  brought  triacle  and  bawme  of  the  beft 
With  fovereyne  fuger  geyn  all  bitter  galle : 

I mene  thi  felf,  Lord,  gracious  and  benigne. 
That  woldeft  come  down  from  thyn  high  gloryc 
Poyfon  to  repelle,  thi  mercy  doth  now  Ihyne 
To  chainge  thyngs  that  are  tranfttory, 

Thu  art  the  light  and  the  hevynly  Ikye 
To  the  relevyng  of  folk  moft  cruell, 

Thu  haft  brought  gladnefle  to  our  oratory  e, 

And  enlumyned  thy  people  of  IJraell . 


Here  Jhall  Anna  prophetijfa  fey  thus  to  Virgynes  t 
Anna  Prophetijfa . 

Ye  pure  virgynes,  in  that  ye  may  or  can. 

With  tapers  of  wex  loke  ye  come  forth  here. 

And  worfhip  this  child  very  God  and  man, 

Offrid  in  this  temple  be  his  moder  dere. 

Here  virgynes  as  many  as  a man  tvyll  Jhall  holde  tapers 
in  ther  bands ; and  the  firjl  feyth: 

x Virgo. 

As  ye  commaunde  we  fhall  do  our  dever 
That  lorde  to  plefe  echon  for  our  partye. 

He  makyth  for  us  fo  comfortable  chere 
That  we  muft  nede  your  babe  magnifie. 

Symeon* 

Now,  Mary,  I fhall  tell  you  how  I am  purpofedj 
To  worfhip  your  lord  I wil  go  perceftion, 

For  I fee  Anna  with  virgynes  difpofed 
Mekly  as  now  to  your  fonys  laudacion. 

Maria . 

Bliflcd  Symtcn,  with  hertly  affeftion 
As  ye  have  feyd  I concent  therto* 


Jofepb. 
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Jofeph. 

In  worfhip  of  our  child  with  grett  devoffion 
Abought  the  tempill  in  order  let  us  go, 
Symeon. 

Ye  virg/nes  alle,  with  feythfull  entent 
Difpofe  your  filf  a fonge  for  to  fynge. 

To  worfhip  this  childe  that  is  here  prefent, 
Whiche  to  mankende  gladnes  lift  bryng, 

In  tokyn  our  herts,  wiche  joye  doth  fpryng, 
Betwyn  myn  armys  this  babe  fhalbe  born. 
Now,  ye  virgynis,  to  this  Lord  prayfing, 
Syngyth  Nunc  dimittis  of  whiche  I fpak  afforn. 


Here  fhal  Synieon  l ere  Jefu  in  his  armys  goyng  a 
perceffion  rounde  about e the  tempill , and  al  this  wyle 
Virgynis  finge  Nunc  dimittis ; and  whan  that  is 
don  Symeon  feyth  : 

Symeon. 

O Jefu,  chef  caufe  of  our  welfare. 

In  yone  tapirs  ther  be  thyngs  iij. 

Wax  week  and  lyght,  whiche  I fhall  declare 
To  the  apporprid  by  moralite : 

Lorde,  wax  betokyneth  thyn  humanyte, 

And  week  betokyneth  thy  foule  moft  fwete, 

Yone  lyght  I lyken  to  the  godhede  of  the. 

Brighter  than  Phebus  for  al  his  fervent  hete, 

Pes  and  mercy  han  fet  in  the  here  fwete 
To  flake  the  fharpnes,  o Lorde,  of  rigour. 

Very  God  and  man  grace  togedir  mete. 

In  the  tabirnacle  of  thy  modrys  bower : 

Now  fhalt  thu  exile  wo  and  al  langour. 

And  of  mankende  tappefe  infernall  ftryf. 

Record  of  prophets  thou  fhalt  be  redemptour, 

And  finguler  repaft  of  everlaftyng  lyf. 

My  fprete  joyeth  thu  art  fo  amyablc, 
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I am  not  wer y to  loke  on  thi  face. 

Our  trowe  entent  let  it  be  acceptable, 

To  the  honor  of  the  fhewys  in  this  place ; 

For  thy  friends  a dwellyng  thu  fhalt  purchafe. 
Brighter  than  berall  outlier  clere  cryftall. 

Thee  to  worfhip  as  chef  welle  of  grace  : % 

On  both  my  knees  now  down  knele  I fhall. 

Maria. 

Now,  Semyon , take  me  my  childe  that  is  fo  bright. 
Chef  lodefterre  of  my  felicyte ; 

And  all  that  longyth  to  the  lawe  of  right 
I fhall  obeye,  as  it  lyth  in  me. 

Symeon. 

This,  Lord,  I take  you  knelyng  on  my  kne, 
Whiche  fhall  to  bliffe  folk  ageyn  reflore. 

And  fo  be  callid  tonne  of  tranquylyte. 

To  geve  them  drynke  that  hem  thyrflyd  fore. 

Here  Jhe  receyveth  hir  j 'one  thus  feyng: 
Maria. 

Now  is  myn  offrynge  to  an  ende  conveyed ; 
Wherfore,  Symeon , hens  I wolde  bende. 

Symeon . 

The  lawes,  Mary , fulwell  ye  han  obbeyed 
In  this  tempill  with  hert  and  mende. 

Now  ferwell.  Lord,  comfort  to  all  mankende : 
Ferwell,  Maria , and  JoJeph  on  you  waytyng. 

Jofeph . 

Celeftiall  focour  our  fone  mot  you  fende, 

And  for  his  high  mercy  geve  you  his  bliffyng. 


Here  Maria  and  Jofeph  goyng  from  the  tempill  feyng : 
Maria. 

Hufbond,  I thank  you  of  your  gentilnes. 

That  thu  han  lhewed  onto  me  this  day, 


With 
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With  our  child  moft  gracious  of  godenes: 

Let  us  go  hens,  hertly  I you  pray. 

Jofepb. 

Go  forthe  afForn,  my  ovvne  wyf,  I fey, 

And  I fhall  come  aftir  ftil  upon  this  ground. 

Ye  fhal  me  fynde  plefant  at  every  affaye ; 

To  cheryfshe  you,  wyf,  gretly  am  I bonde. 

Syr,  eon. 

Nowe  may  I be  glad  in  myn  inwarde  mynde ; 

For  I have  feyn  Jefu  with  my  bodely  eye, 

Wiche  on  a crols  Lhall  bey  al  menkende, 

Slayn  by  Jezvs  at  the  mount  of  Cahery, 

And  throw  evyns  grace  here  I will  provyfye 
Of  bliffid  Mary , how  fhe  fhall  fuffre  peyn, 

Whan  hir  fwe'te  fone  fhall  on  a rood  deye  ; 

A fharpe  fwarde  of  forow  fliall  cl  eve  hir  hert  atwcyn. 
Anna  prophetilTa,  hertly  I prey  you  nowe, 

Doth  your  devir  and  your  diligent  labour. 

And  take  thefe  virgynis  everychon  with  you, 

And  teche  hem  to  plefe  God  of  moft  honour. 

Anna  ProphetiJJa . 

Lyke  as  ye  fay,  I will  do  -this  hour : 

Ye  chaft  virgynis,  ‘with  all  humilite 
Worfhipe  we  Jefu  that  fhalbe  our  favyour ; 

Alle  at  ones  come  on,  and  folowe  me. 

Anna  ProphetiJJa . 

Et  tripudient . 1 
Shewe  ye  fume  plefur  as  ye  can, 

In  the  y/orfhip  of  Jefu>  our  Lady,  and  feynt  Anne . 

i tripident . lie. 


Poefa . 
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Poeta, 

Honorable  fovcrignes,  thus  we  conclude 
Our  matter,  that  we  have  fhewid  here  in  your  prefens : 
And  though  our  eloquens  be  but  rude. 

We  befeeche  you  all  of  your  paciens. 

To  pardon  us  of  our  offens ; 

For  aft  the  fympyll  cunnvng  that  we  can. 

This  matter  we  have  ihewid  to  your  audiens. 

In  the  worfhip  of  our  Lady  and  hir  moder  feynt  Anne% 

Nowe  of  this  pore  proceffe  we  make  an  ende, 
Thankyng  you  all  of  your  good  attendaunce^ 

And  the  next  yeer,  as  we  be  perpofid  in  our  mynde, 
The  difputacion  of  the  do&ors  to  fhew  in  your  prefens, 
Wherfor  now,  ye.  vyrgynes,  or  we  go  hens. 

With  all  your  cumpany  you  goodly  avauncct 
Alfo  ye  menflralles  doth  your  diligens, 

A fore  our  depertyng  geve  us  a daunce. 
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This  Morality,  or  moral  play , was  publijhed  early  in  the 
reign  of  Henry  V11L  and  is  given  from  a black-letter  copyf 
preferved  in  the  library  of  the  church  of  Lincoln ; it  was 
communicated  to  the  editor  with  the  great  eft  politenefs  by  the 
Rev . Dr  Stinton,  chancellor  of  that  church . The  defign  of  it 
was  to  inculcate  great  reverence  for  old  mother  church  and 
her  Popifh  fuperftitions . 

As  the  moft  ingenious  Dr,  Percy  has  given  an  Analyfis  of 
this  and  the  following  Moralities,  they  arey  with  his  perrnif- 
fiony  prefixed  to  the  prefent  edition . “ The  fubjett  of  this  piece 
44  is  the  futnmoning  of  man  out  of  the  world  by  death  ; and 
^ its  moral y that  nothing  will  then  avail  him  but  a well -J pent 
4‘  life  and  the  comforts  of  religion.  This  fubjeft  and  moral  are 
44  opened  in  a monologue  fpoken  by  the  MefTenger,  (for  that 
44  was  the  name  generally  given  by  our  anceftors  to  the  prologue 
44  on  their  rude  ftage : ) Then  God  is  reprefented\  who%  after 
44  fome  general  complaints  on  the  degeneracy  of  mankind , calls 
44 for  Dethe,  and  orders  him  to  bring  before  his  tribunal 
} 94  Evcry-man,  for  fo  is  called  the  perfonage  who  reprefents 
44  the  human  race . Every -man  appear sy  and  receives  the 
44  fummons  with  all  the  marks  of  confufion  and  t err  our.  When 
44  Dethe  is  withdraw n%  Every -man  applies  for  relief  in  this 
44  diftrefs  to  Felawfhyp,  Kyndrede,  Goodes,  or  Riches,  but 
44  they  fuccejftvely  renounce  and  for  fake  him.  In  this  difcon- 
44  folate  Jlate  he  betakes  himfelf  to  Good-Dedes,  who,  after 
44  upbraiding  him  with  his  long  negleft  of  hert  introduces  him 
44  to  her  fifter  Knowledge,  and  fhe  leads  him  to  the  holy 
44  man  Confeflion,  who  appoints  hvn  penance:  this  he  in - 
44  fiifts  upon  himfelf  on  the  ft age , and  then  withdravss  to 
44  receive  the  facr aments  of  the  priejh  On  bis  return  he 
44  begins  to  wax  faint  j and , after  Strength,  Beaute,  Dyf- 
44  crecion,  and  Fyve-wyttes,  have  all  taken  their  final  leave 
44  of  himy  gradually  expires  on  the  ftage ; Good-dedes  ft  ill 
44  accompanying  him  to  the  Lift,  Then  an  Aungell  defcends  to 

44  ft ng 


u fing  his  requiem’:  and  the  epilogue  is  fpoken  by  a per f on , 

“ called  Dodlour,  who  recapitulates  the  zvhole,  and  delivers 
a the  moral : 

Do&our. 

This  moral  men.  may  have  in  my  tide ; 

Ye  herers , take  it  of  worth  olde  and:  yoUttge, 

And  forfake  pryde,  for  he  deceyveth  you  in  the  end? , 
And  rememhre  Beaute,  Fyve-Wyttes,  Strength,  and 

[Dyfcrecyon, 

They  all  at  the  laft  do  Every-man  forfake ; 

Save  his  Gac>d-dedes  there  doth  he  take : 

But  be  zvare,  and  they  be  finale , 

Before  God  he  hath  no  helpe  at  all . 

“ From  this  Jhort  analyfis  it  may  be  objerved  that  Every- 
tx  man  is  a grave folemn  piece , not  without  forne  rude  attempts 
u to  excite  terror  and  pity,  and  therefore  may  not  improperly 
“ be  referred  to  the  clafs  of  tragedy . It  is  remarkable  that 
9(  in  this  old  fmple  drama  the  fable  is  conduced  upon  the 
41  fir  id  eft  model  of  the  Greek  tragedy . The  allion  is  fmply 
“ one , the  time  of  ablion  is  that  of  the  performance,  the  fcene 
4‘  is  never  changed,  nor  the  ft  age  ever  empty . Every-man, 
“ the  hero  of  the  piece , after  his  firfl  appearance  never  with - 
**  draws,  except  when  he  goes  out  to  receive  the  fa cr ament, 
“ which  could  not  well  be  exhibited  in  publick ; and  during 
“ this  Knowledge  def cants  on  the  excellence  and  power  of  the 
**  priefhood,  fomewhat  after  the  manner  of  the  Greek  chorus . 
M And,  indeed,  'except  hi  the  circumftance  of  Every -man’s 
4*  expiring  on  the  frage  the  Sampfon  Agoniites  of  Milton  is 
M hardly  formed  on  a fever sr  plan*'0 
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HERE  BEGYNNETH  A TREATYSE  HOW 

« «3  ’ i kI  , 

THE  HYE  FADER  OF  HEVEN  SENDETH 

[ | g V J J T 

DETHE  TO  SOMON  EVERY  CREATURE  TO 

COME  AND  GYVE  A COUNTE  OF  THEYR 
LYVES  IN  THIS  WORLDE,  AND  IS  IN 
MANER  OF  A MORALLE  PLAYE. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


MESSENGER. 

God. 

Deth  e. 

E VERY-M  A N. 
Fee  awship. 
Kyndrede. 

G 0 0 D E S. 

Good-  ded  e s. 

Knowlege. 

Confession. 

B E A V T E. 

Strength. 

Dyscresion. 

F I VE-W  Y TTE  S. 

Aungell. 

Doctour, 


Mejfenger . 

I Pray  you  all  gyve  your  audyence. 

And  here  this  mater  with  reverence. 

By  fygure  a morall  playe ; 

The  fomonyngi  of  Every-man,  called  it  is. 

That  of  our  lyves  and  endynge  fhewes. 

How  tranfytory  we  be  all  daye : 

This  mater  is  wonders  precyous. 

But  the  entent  of  it  is  more  gracyous. 

And  fwete  to  bere  awaye. 

The  ftory  fayth,  — Man,  in  the  begynnynge 
Loke  well,  and  take  good  heed  to  the  endynge, 
Be  you  never  fo  gay : 

Ye  thynke  fynne  in  the  begynnynge  full  fwete, 
Whiche  in  the  ende  caufeth  the  foule  to  wepe. 
Whan  the  body  lyeth  in  claye. 

Here  fhall  you  fe  how  Felawjbipy  and  Jolyte , 
Bothe  Strengthen  Pleafure , and  Beaute , 

Wyll  fade  from  the  as  floure  in  maye ; 

For  ye  fhall  here,  how  our  heven  kynge 
Calleth  Every-man  to  a generall  rekenynge : 

Gyve  audyence,  and  here  what  he  doth  faye. 
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God  # fpeketh* 

IPerceyve  here  in  my  majefte, 

How  that  all  creatures  be  to  me  Unkynde, 
Lyvynge  without  drede  in  worldly  profperyte ; 
Of  ghoftly  fyght  the  people  be  fo  blynde, 

1 Drowned  in  fynne  they  know  me  not  for  theyr  God* 

' In  worldely  ryches  is  all  theyr  mynde, 

•They  fere  not  my.ryghtwyfnes,  the  fharpe  rood; 

My  lawe  that  I (hewed  whan  I for  them  dyed 
They  forgete  clene,  and  ihedynge  of  my  blode  rede; 
I hanged  bytwcne  two  it  can  not  be  denyed ; 

To  gete  them  lyfe  I fufFred  to  be  deed  ; 

I heled  theyr  fete,  with  thornes  hurt  was  my  heed : 

I coude  do  no  more  than  I dyde  truely. 

And  nowe  I fe  the  people  do  clene  forfake  me : 

They  ufe  the  feven  deedly  fynnes  dampnable. 

As  pryde,  coveytyfe,  wrath,  and  lechery. 

Now  in  the  worlde  be  made  commendable : 

And  thus  they  leve  of  aungelles-  the  hevenly  company, 
Every  man  lyveth  fo  after  his  owne  pleafure. 

And  yet  of  theyr  lyfe  they  be  nothynge  fure  : 

I fe  the  more  that  I them  forbere 
The  worfe  they  be  fro  yere  to  yere  ; 

* 7 %9  ficond  per Jgn  of  the  Trimly  feemt  ben  to  be  meant,  P, 
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All  that  lyveth  appayreth  * fafte, 

Therfore  I wyll  in  all  the  hafte 

Have  a rekenynge  of  every  mannes  perfone  ; 

For,  and  I leve  the  people  thus  alone 
In  theyr  lyfe  and  wycked  tempefles, 

Veryly  they  wyll  become  mochc  worfe  than  beeltesi 
For  now  one  wolde  by  envy  another  up  ete ; 

Charyte  they  do  all  clene  forgete : 

I hoped  well  that  every  man 

In  my  glory  iholde  make  his  manfyon. 

And  therto  I had  them  all  elefte ; 

But  now  I fe,  lyke  traytours  dejedte. 

They  thanke  me  not  for  the  pleafure  that  I to  them  ment. 
Nor  yet  for  theyr  beynge  that  I them  have  lent : 

I profered  the  people  grete  multytude  of  mercy. 

And  fewe  there  be  that  afketh  it  hertly; 

They  be  fo  combred  with  worldly  ryches, 

That  nedes  on  them  I muft  do  juftyce. 

On  every  man  lyvynge  without  fere. 

Where  art  thou,  Detb , thou  mighty  meiTengerc  ? 

Detbe. 

Almyghty  God,  I am  here  at  your  wyll. 

Your  commaundement  to  fulfyll. 

God. 

Go  thou  to  Every-tnan , 

And  fhewe  hym  in  my  name, 

A plygrymage  he  mull  on  hym  take, 

Whiche  he  in  no  wyfe  may  efcape ; 

And  that  he  brynge  with  hym  a fure  rekenynge/ 
Without  delay  or  ony  taryenge. 

Detbe . 

Lorde,  I wyll  in  the  worlde  go  renne  over  all. 

And  cruelly  out  ferche  bothe  grete  and  fmall ; 

Every  man  wyll  I befet  that  lyveth  beeftly. 

Out  of  Gooddes  Iawes,  and  dredeth  not  foly : 

f appayreth  the  Jam  at  impaireth,  gra^i  worfr,  dtgtnsrate, 


He 
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He  that  loveth  rychelfe  I wyll  ftryke  with  my  darte 
His  fyght  to  blynde,  and  fro  heven  to  departe, 

Excepte  that  almcs  be  his  good  frende. 

In  hell  for  to  dwell  worlde  without  ende. 

L o,  yonder  I fe  Every-man  walkynge : 

Full  lytell  he  thynketh  on  my  comynge  ; 

His  mynde  is  on  flelhly  luftes,  and  his  treafure; 

And  grete  payne  it  lhall  caufe  hkn  to  endure 
Before  the  Lorde  heven  kynge.  — 

Every-man,  ftande  ftyll : whyder  art  thou  goynge 
Thus  gayly  ? haft  thou  thy  maker  forgete  ? 

Every-man • 

Why  afkeft  thou  ? 

Woldeft  thou  wete  ? 

Detbe* 

Ye,  fyr,  I wyll  Ihewe  you ; 

In  grete  hafte  I am  fende  to  the 
Fro  God  out  of  his  magefte. 

Every-man. 

What,  fente  to  me  ! ‘ > *-*  * 

Detbe. 

Ye,  certaynly; 

Thoughe  thou  have  forgete  hym  here. 

He  thynketh  on  the  in  the  hevenly  fpere  3 
As,  or  we  departe,  thou  fhalt  knowe.  ^ 

Every-man , 

What  defyreth  God  of  me  ? 

Dethe. 

That  lhall  I ftiewe  thee; 

A rekenynge  he  wyll  nedes  have 
Without  ony  lenger  refpite. 

Every-man . 

To  gyve  a rekenynge  longer  layfer  I crave ; 

This  blynde  mater  troubleth  my  wytte. 

Detbe . 

On  the  thou  muft  take  a longe  journey, 

Therfore  thy  boke  of  counte  with  the  thou  brynge. 

For 
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For  tourne  agayn'e  thou  can  not  by  no  waye: 

And  loke,  thou  be  fu* e of  thy  rekenynge ; 

For  before  God  thou  fhalte  anfwere  and  fhewe 
Thy  many  badde  dedes,  and  good  but  a fewe. 

How  thou  haft  fpent  thy  lyfe,  and  in  what  wife. 

Before  the  chefe  lord  of  paradyfe 
Have  I do  we  were  in  that  waye, 

For,  wete  thou  well,  thou  fhalte  make  none  attournay. 
Every -man. 

Full  unredy  I am  fuche  rekenynge  to  gyve : 

I know  the  not;  what  meftenger  art  thou  ? 

Detbe . 

I am  Detbe , that  no  man  dredeth ; 

For  every  man  I refte,  and  no  man  fpareth, 

For  it  is  Goddes  commaundement 
That  all  to  me  fholde  be  obedyent. 

Every -man. 

O Detbe , thou  comeft  whan  I had  the  leeft  in  mynde  : 
In  thy  power  it  lyeth  me  to  fave  •, 

Yet  of  my  good  wyl  I gyve  the,  if  thou  wyl  be  kynde. 
Ye  a thoufande  pounde  fhalte  thou  have. 

And  dyiFerre  this  mater  tyl  another  daye. 

Detbe . 

Every  -man , it  may  not  be  by  no  waye  ; 

I fet  not  by  golde,  fylver,  iior  rycheffe, 

Ne  by  pope,  emperour,  kynge,  duke,  ne  prynces ; 

For,  and  I wolde  receyve  gyftes  grete, 

All  the  worlde  I might  gete ; 

But  my  cuftome  is  clene  contrary: 

I gyve  the  no  refpyte,  come  hens,  and  not  tary. 

Every -man. 

Alas,  fhall  I have  no  lenger  refpyte  ? 

I may  faye,  Detbe  gyveth  no  warnynge  : 

To  thynke  on' the  it  maketh  my  herte  feke ; 

For  all  unredy  is  my  boke  of  rekenynge ; 

But  xii  yere  and  I myght  have  abydynge. 

My  countynge  boke  I wolde  make  fo  clere. 

That  my  rekenynge  I fholde  n®t  nede  tQ  fere. 

Wherfore, 
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Wherfore,  Detb,  I praye  the  for  Goddes  mercy, 

Spare  me  tyll  I be  provyded  of  remedy. 

Dethe. 

The  arayleth  not  to  crye,  wepe,  and  praye : 

But  haft  the  lyghtly  that  thou  were  gone  this  journaye ; 
And  preve  thy  frendes  yf  thou  can ; 

For,  wete  thou  well,  the  tyde  abydeth  no  man. 

And  in  the  worlde  eche  lyvynge  creature 
For  Adarris  fynne  muft  dye  of  nature* 

Every -man. 

Dethe,  yf  I Iholde  this  plygrymage  take. 

And  my  rekenynge  fuerly  make, 

Shewe  me,  for  faint  Cbarite , 

Sholde  I not  come  agayne  ftiortly  ? 

Dethe . 

No,  Every-man , and  thou  be  ones  there, 

Thou  mayft  never  more  come  here, 

Truft  me  veryly. 

Every-man. 

0 gracyous  God  in  the  hye  fete  celeftyall, 

Have  mercy  on  me  in  this  mooft  nede.  — 

Shall  I have  no  company  fro  this  vale  terrcftryall 
Of  myne  acqueynce  that  way  me  to  lede  ? 

Dethe . 

Ye,  if  ony  be  fov  hardy. 

That  wolde  go  with  the,  and  bere  the  company: 

Hye  the  that  thou  were  gone  to  Goddes  magnyfycence. 
Thy  rekenynge  to  gyve  before  his  prefence. 

What,  weneft  thou  thy  lyve  is  gyven  the. 

And  thy  worldely  goodes  alfo  ? 

Every-man . 

1 had  wende  fo  veryle. 

Dethe . 

Nay,  naye  ; it  was  but  lende  the. 

For  as  foone  as  thou  art  go. 

Another  a whyle  ihall  have  it,  and  than  go  ther  fro. 
Even  as  thou  haft  done. 

t 

Every-mant 
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Every -man,  thou  arte  made,  thou  haft  thy  wyttes  fyvef 
And  here  on  erthe  wyll  not  amende  thy  lyve  ; 

For  fodenely  I do  come. 

Every-man . 

O wretched  caytyfe,  wheder  fhall  I flee. 

That  I myght  fcape  this  endles  forowe ! — 

Now,  gentyll  Deth,  fpare  me  tyll  to  morowe. 

That  I may  amende  me 
With  good  advyfement. 

Dethe. 

Naye,  therto  I wyll  not  confent. 

Nor  no  man  wyll  I refpyte ; 

Rut  to  the  herte  fodeynly  I fhall  finyte 
Without  ony  advyfement. 

And  now  out  of  thy  fyght  I wyll  me  hy  ; 

Se,  thou  make  the  redy  fhortely. 

For  thou  mayft  faye,  this  is  the  daye 
That  no  man  lyvynge  may  fcape  a waye* 

Every -marls 

Alas ! I may  well  wepe  with  fyghes  depe  : 

Now  have  I no  maner  of  company 

To  helpe  me  in  my  journey,  and  me  to  kepe ; 

And  alfo  my  wrytynge  is  full  unredy. 

How  fhall  I do  now  for  to  excufe  me  ! 

I wolde  to  God,  I had  never  begete ; 

To  my  foule  a fulle  grete  profyte  it  had  be ; 

For  now  I fere  paynes  huge  and  grete. 

The  tyme  paffeth : — Lorde,  helpe  that  all  wrought  f. 
For  though  I mourne  it  avayleth  nought; 

The  day  paffeth,  and  is  almoft  ago ; 

I wote  not  well  what  for  to  do. 

To  whome  were  I beft  my  complaynt  to  make  ? 

What,  and  I to  Felawjhyp  therof  fpake, 

And  fhewed  hym  of  this  fodeyne  chaunce ! 

For  in  hym  is  all  myne  affyaunce ; 

We  have  in  the  worlde  fo  many  a dayc 
Be  good  frendes  in  fporte  and  jplaye, 

Ifc 
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I fe  hym  yonder  certaynely  j 
I truft,  that  he  will  here  me  company, 

Therfore  to  hym  wyll  I fpeke  to  ele  my  forowe. 

Well  mette,  good  Felawjbyp  ; and  good  morowe. 
Felawjbip  fpeketh. 

Everyman)  good  morowe  by  this  day : 

Syr,  why  lokeft  thou  fo  pyteoufly  ? 

If  ony  thynge  be  a myffe,  I praye  the,  me  faye. 

That  I may  helpe  to  remedy. 

Every -man. 

Ye,  good  Felazvjhypy  ye ; 

I am  in  greate  jeoparde. 

Felawjbip, 

My  true  frende,  Ihewe  to  me  your  mynde  ; 

I wyll  not  forfake  the  to  my  lyves  ende, 

In  the  waye  of  good  company. 

Every-man . 

That  was  well  fpoken,  and  lovyngly. 

Felawjbyp, 

Syr,  I mull  nedes  knowe  your  hevyneffe; 

I have  pyte  to  fe  you  in  ony  dyftreffe : 

If  ony  have  you  wronged  ye  Ihall  revenged  be, 

Thoughe  I on  the  grounde  be  flayne  for  the, 

Though  that  I knowe  before  that  I fholde  dye. 

Every-man, 

Veryly,  Felawjbyp , gramercy. 

Felawfvip. 

Tusfhe ! by  thy  thankes  I let  not  a flrawe  ^ 

Shewe  me  your  grefe,  and  faye  no  more. 

Every-man . 

If  I my  herte  fholde  to  you  breke. 

And  than  you  to  tourne  your  mynde  fro  me. 

And  wolde  not  me  comforte  whan  ye  here  me  fpeke. 
Than  fholde  I tentymes  foryer  be. 

Felawjbip, 

Syr,  I fay  as  I wyll  do  in  dede. 


Every-man, 
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Everyman . 

Than  be  you  a good  frende  at  nede; 

1 have  founde  you  true  here  before. 

Felawjhip . 

And  fo  ye  fhall  evermore ; 

For,  in  fayth,  and  thou  go  to  hell, 

I wyll  not  forfake  the  by  the  waye. 

Everyman . 

Ye  fpeke  lyke  a good  frende,  I byleve  you  well ; 
I fhall  deferve  it  and  I maye. 

Felawjhip. 

I fpeke  of  no  defervynge,  by  this  dayc ; 

For  he  that  wyll  faye  and  nothynge  do. 

Is  not  worthy  with  good  company  to  go  : 

Therfore  fhewe  me  the  grefe  of  your  mynde. 

As  to  your  frende  mooft  lovynge  and  kynde. 

Everyman . 

I fhall  fhewe  you  how  it  is 
Commaunded,  I am  to  go  a journaye, 

A longe  waye,  harde  and  daungerous ; 

And  gyve  a llrayte  counte  without  delaye 
Before  the  hye  judge  Adonay  * 

Wherfore  1 pray  you,  bere  me  company. 

As  ye  have  promyfed  in  this  journaye. 

Felawjhip . 

That  is  mater  in  dede ; promyfe  is  duty. 

But  and  I fholde  take  fuche  a vyage  on  me, 

I knowe  it  well  it  fholde  be  to  my  payne : 

Alfo  it  make  me  aferde  certayne. 

But  let  us  take  counfell  here  as  well  as  we  can, 

For  your  wordes  wolde  fere  a ftronge  man. 

Every -man. 

Why,  ye  fayd  — If  I had  nede. 

Ye  wolde  me  never  forfake  quyeke  ne  deed, 
Thoughe  it  were  to  hell  truely. 


* Adonai.  One  of  the  names  of  God  5 it  is  the  phtral  of  Adorn,  •wbie.k 
figniJUs  Lord. 
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Felazvjhip . 

So  I fayd  certaynely ; 

But  fuche  pleafures  be  fet  afyde,  the  fothe  to  faye. 

And  al fo  yf  we  toke  fuche  a journaye. 

Whan  fholde  we  come  agayne  ? 

Every -man. 

Naye,  never  agayne  tyll  the  daye  of  dome* 

Felazvjhip . 

In  fayth,  than  wyll  not  I come  there : 

Who  hath  you  thefe  tydynges  brought  ? 

Everyman* 

In  dede,  Deth  was  with  me  here, 

Felawjhip. 

Now,  by  God  that  alle  hathe  bought. 

If  Deth  were  the  melfenger. 

For  no  man  that  is  lyvynge  to  daye 
I wyll  not  go  that  lothe  journaye. 

Not  for  the  fader  that  bygate  me. 

Every -man » 

Ye  promyfed  other  wyfe,  parde. 

Felazvjhip . 

I wote  well  I fay  fo  truely. 

And  yet  if  thou  wylte  ete  and  drynke,  and  make  good 
chere. 

Or  haunt  to  women  the  lufty  company, 

I wolde  not  forfake  you  whyle  the  daye  is  clere. 

Trull  me  veryly. 

Every -man. 

Ye,  therto  ye  wolde  be  redy  ; 

To  go  to  myrthe,  folas,  and  playe, 

'Your  mynde  wyll  fooner  apply 
Than  to  bere  me  company  in  my  longe  journaye. 

Felazvjhip . 

Now,  in  good  fayth,  I wyll  not  that  way; 

But  and  thou  wyll  murder,  or  ony  man  kyll. 

In  that  I wyll  helpe  thee  with  a good  wyll. 


Every -man. 
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Every -man. 

O,  that  is  a fymple  advyfe  in  dede  : 

Gentyll  Felawe , help  me  in  my  neceflyte ; 

We  have  loved  ionge,  and  now  I nede, 

And  now,  gentyll  Felawjhyp  > remenbre  me. 

Felawjhip . 

Wheder  ye  have  loved  me  or  no. 

By  faynt  John>  I wyll  not  with  the  go. 

Every -man. 

Yet  I pray  the,  take  the  labour,  and  do  fo  moche  for 
me. 

To  brynge  me  forwarde,  for  faint  Charyte , 

And  comforte  me  tyll  I come  without  the  towne. 

Felawjhip. 

Nay,  and  thou  wolde  gyve  me  a new  gowne, 

I wyll  not  a fote  with  the  go ; 

But  and  thou  had  taryed,  I wolde  not  have  left  the  fo; 
And  as  now,  God  fpede  the  in  thy  journaye ! 

For  from  the  I wyll  departe  as  fall  as  I maye. 

Every -man. 

Wheder  awa ye,  Felavrjhyp  ? will  you  forfake  me  ? 

Felawjhip . 

Ye,  by  my  faye ; to  God  I be  take  the. 

Every -man. 

Farewell,  good  Felawjhyp ; for  this  my  herte  is  fore: 

A dewe  for  ever,  I fhall  fe  the  no  more. 

Felawjhip. 

In  fayth,  Every-man , fare  well  now  at  the  ende ; 

For  you  I wyll  remembre  that  partynge  is  mournynge. 
Every-man. 

Alacke  ! fhall  we  this  departe  in  dede  ? 

A ! Lady,  helpe,  without  ony  more  comforte, 

Lo,  Felawjhyp  forfaketh  me  in  my  mooli  nede : 

For  helpe  in  this  worlde  wheder  fhall  I reforte  ? 
Felawfbyp  here  before  with  me  wolde  mery  make; 

And  now  lytell  forowe  for  me  dooth  he  take. 

It  is  fayd,  in  profperyte  men  frendes  may  fynde, 

Whiche  in  adverfyte  be  full  unkynde, 


Now 
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Now  wheder  for  focoure  fhall  I flee, 

Syth  that  Eelawfbyp  hath  forfaken  me  ? 

To  my  kynnefmen  I wyll  truely, 

Prayenge  them  to  helpe  me  in  my  neceflyte; 

I byleve,  that  they  wyll  do  fo ; 

For  kynde  wyll  crepe  where  it  may  not  go. 

I wyll  go  faye ; for  yonder  I fe  them  go  : — 
Where  be  ye  now,  my  frendes  and  kynnefmen  ? 

Kynrede* 

Here  be  we  now  at  your  commaundement ; 
Cofyn , I praye  you,  fhewe  us  your  entent 
In  ony  wife,  and  not  fpare. 

Cofyn . 

Ye,  Every -man,  and  to  us  declare 
If  ye  be  difpofed  to  go  ony  whyder  ; 

For,  wete  you  well  wyll  lyve  and  dye  to  gyder, 
Kynrede * 

In  welth,  and  wo,  we  wyll  with  you  holde ; * 
For  over  his  kynne  a man  may  be  bolde.  * 

Every-man. 

Gramercy,  my  frendes  and  kynnefmen  kynde ; 
Now  fliall  I fhewe  you  the  grefe  of  my  mynde* 

I was  commaunded  by  a meflenger. 

That  is  a hye  kynges  chefe  offyeer ; 

He  bad  me  go  a pylgrymage  to  my  payne. 

And,  I knowe  well,  I fliall  never  come  agayne: 
Alfo  I mull  gyve  a rekenynge  ftrayte ; 

For  I have  a grete  enemy  that  hath  me  in  wayte, 
Whiche  entendeth  me  for  to  hynder. 

Kynrede . 

What  a counte  is  that  whiche  ye  muft  render  ? 
That  wolde  I knowe. 

Every-man . 

Of  all  my  workes  I muft  fhewe. 

How  I have  ly ved,  and  my  dayes  fpent ; 


Alfo 
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Alfo  of  yll  dedes  that  I have  ufed 
In  my  tyme  fyth  lyfe  was  me  lent. 

And  of  all  vertues  that  I have  refufed  : 

Therfore  I praye  you,  go  thyder  with  me 
To  helpe  to  make  myn  accounte,  for  faint  Chary te. 

Cofyn. 

What,  to  go  thyder  ? Is  that  the  mater  ? 

Nay,  Every-matty  I had  lever  fall  brede  and  water. 

All  this  fyve  yere  and  more. 

Every-man • 

Alas,  that  ever  I was  bore  ! 

For  now  Ihall  I never  be  mery. 

If  that  you  forlake  me. 

Kynrede . 

A,  fyr ; what,  ye  be  a mery  man  : 

Take  good  herte  to  you,  and  make  no  mone. 

But  one  thynge  I warne  you,  by  faynt  Anney 
As  for  me  ye  Ihall  go  alone. 

Every-man. 

My  Cofyn y wyll  you  not  with  me  go  ? 

Cofyn. 

No,  by  our  Lady,  I have  the  crampe  in  my  to ; 

Trull  not  to  me ; for,  fo  God  me  fpede, 

I wyll  deceyve  you  in  your  mooli  nede. 

Kynrede • 

It  avayleth  not  us  to  tyfe  : 

Ye  fiiall  have  my  mayde,  with  all  my  herte ; 

She  loveth  to  go  to  feelles  there  to  be  nyfe. 

And  to  daunce,  and  a brode  to  flerte : 

I wyll  gyve  her  leve  to  helpe  you  in  that  journey. 

If  that  you  and  £he  may  agree. 

Every-man. 

Now  fhewe  me  the  very  effedle  of  your  mynde; 

Wyll  you  go  with  me,  or  abyde  be  hynde  ? 

Kynrede. 

Abyde  behynde  ! ye,  that  wyll  I and  I maye; 
Therfore  farewell  tyll  another  daye. 

Every-man . 
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EVERY-MAN. 

^ Everyman* 

Howe  fliolde  I be  mery  or  gladde  ? 

For  fayre  promyfes  men  to  me  make  j 
But,  when  I have  mooli  nede,  they  me  forfake ; 

I am  deceyved,  that  maketh  me  fadde. 

Cofyn* 

Cofyn  Every-many  farewell  now ; 

For,  verylv,  I w.yll  not  go  with  you : 

Alfo  of  myne  owne  an  unredy  rekenynge 
I have  to  accounte,  therfore  I make  taryenge ; 

Now  God  kepe  the,  for  now  I go. 

Every-man . 

A,  fefus , is  all  come  here  to  ? 

Lo,  fayre  wordes  maketh  fooles  fayne ; 

They  promyfe,  and  nothynge  wyll  do  certayne. 

My  kynnefmen  promyfed  me  faythfully. 

For  to  abyde  with  me  itedfaftly  ; 

And  now  fail  a waye  do  they  flee : 

Even  fo  Felawjbip  promyfed  me. 

What  frende  were  belt  me  of  to  provyde  ? 

I lofe  my  time  here  longer  to  abyde ; 

Yet  in  my  mynde  a thynge  there  is,  — 

All  my  lyfe  I have  loved  ryches ; 

If  that  my  good  now  helpe  me  myght. 

He  wolde  make  my  herte  full  lyght : 

I wyll  fpeke  to  hym  in  this  diftreife.  — 

Where  arte  thou,  my  Gooddes , and  ryches  ? 

Goodes . 

Who  calleth  me  ? Every-man  ? what  haft  thou  hade  ? 
I lye  here  in  corners  trufled  and  pyled  fo  hye. 

And  in  cheftes  I am  locked  fo  fail, 

Alfo  facked  in  bagges,  thou  mayft  fe  with  thyn  eye, 

I can  not  ftyre ; in  packes  lowe  I lye : 

What  wolde  ye  have,  lightly  me  faye. 
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Everyman . 

Come  hyder,  Good , in  al  the  haft  thou  may; 

For  of  counfeyll  I muft  dcfyre  the. 

Goodes . 

Syr,  and  ye  in  the  worldc  have  forowe  or  adverfyte. 
That  can  I helpe  you  to  remedy  fhortly. 

Every -man. 

It  is  another  dyfeafe  that  greveth  me ; 

In  this  world  it  is  not,  I tell  thee  fo, 

I am  fent  for  an  other  way  to  go. 

To  gyve  a ftrayte  counte  generall 
Before  the  hyeft  Jupiter  of  all : 

And  all  my  life  I have  had  joye  and  pleafure  in  the, 
Therfore  I pray  the  go  with  me ; 

For,  paraventure,  thou  mayft  before  God  almighty 
My  rekenynge  helpe  to  clene  and  puryfye, 

For  it  is  faide  ever  amonge 

That  money  maketh  all  ryght  that  is  wronge, 

Goodes. 

Nay,  Every-many  I fynge  an  other  fonge; 

I folowe  no  man  in  fuche  vyages, 

For,  and  I wente  with  the. 

Thou  fholdes  fare  mochc  the  worfe  for  me : 

For  bycaufe  on  me  thou  dyd  fet  thy  mynde. 

Thy  rekenynge  I have  made  blotted  and  blynde. 

That  thyne  accounte  thou  can  not  make  truly  ; 

And  that  haft  thou  for  the  love  of  me. 

Every -man. 

That  wolde  greve  me  full  fore, 

Whan  I ftiolde  come  to  that  ferefull  anfwere : 

Up,  let  us  go  thyder  togyder. 

Goodes. 

Nay,  not  fo ; lam  to  brytell,  I may  not  endure: 

I wyll  folowe  no  1 man  one  fotc  be  ye  fure. 

i no  omitted. 
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Every-man. 

Alas,  I have  the  loved,  and  had  grete  pleafure 
All  my  lyfe  dayes  on  good  and  treafure. 

Goodes. 

That  is  to  thy  dampnacyon  without  lefynge. 

For  my  love  is  contrary  to  the  love  everlaftynge; 

But  yf  thou  had  me  loved  moderately  durynge. 

As,  to  the  poore  gyve  parte  of  me. 

Than  fholdeft  thou  not  in  this  dolour  be. 

Nor  in  this  grete  forowe  and  care. 

Every -man. 

Lo,  now  was  I deceyved  or  I was  ware. 

And  all  I may  wyte  my  fpendynge  of  tyme. 

Goodes • 

What,  weneft  thou  that  I am  thyne  ? 

Every -man* 

I had  went  + fo. 

Goodes • 

Naye,  Every-man,  I faye  no ; 

As  for  a whyle  I was  lente  the  ; 

A feafon  thou  haft  had  me  in  profperyte  ; 

My  condycyon  is  mannes  foule  to  kyll. 

If  I fave  one  a thoufande  I do  fpyll : 

Weneft  thou  that  I wyll  folowe  the  ? 

Nay,  fro  this  worlde  not  veryle. 

Every-man. 

I had  wende  otherwyfe. 

Goodes . 

Therfore  to  thy  foule  Good  is  a thefe , 

For  whan  thou  arte  deed,  this  is  my  gyfe/ 

Another  to  deceyve  in  this  fame  wyfe. 

As  I have  done  the,  and  all  to  his  foules  reprefc-; 
Every-man . 

O falfe  Goody  curfed  thou  be. 

Thou  traytour  to  God  that  haft  deceyved  me, 


1*  i.e.  wwd. 
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And  caught 1 me  in  thy  fn are. 

Goodes . 

Mary,  thou  brought  thy  felf  in  care, 

Wherof  I am  gladde , 

I mull  nedes  laugh,  I can  not  be  fadde, 

< Everyman. 

A,  Good , thou  haft  had  longe  my  hertely  love  ; 
I gave  the  that  whiche.  fholde  be  the  Lordes  above 
But  wylte  thou  not  go  with  me  in  dede  l 
I pray  the  trouth  to  faye. 

Goodes . 

No,  fo  God  me  fpede ; 

Therfore  fare,  well,  and  have  good  daye. 

Every -man. 

O,  to  whome  ftiall  I make'  my  mone  ! 

For,  to  go  with  me  in  that  hevy  journaye, 

Fyrft,  Felawjbyp  fayd,  he  wolde  with  me  gone; 
His  wordes  were  very  pleafaunt  and  gaye, 

But  afterwarde  he  lefte  me  alone. 

Than  fpake  I to  my  kynnefmen  all  in  dyfpayre. 
And  2 alfo  they  gave  me  wordes  fayre. 

They  lacked  no  fayre  fpekynge ; 

But  all  forfake  me  in  the  endynge. 

Than  wente  I to  mf  Goodes  that  I loved  beft, 

In  hope  to  have  comforters  but  there  had  I leeft : 
For  my  Goodes  fharpely  dyd  me  tell, 

That  he  bryngeth  many  in  to  hell. 

Than  of  myfelf  I was  alhamed, 

And  fo  I am  worthy:  to  be  blamed : 

Thus  may  I well  my  felfe  hate* 

Of  whome  lhall  I now  counfeyll  take? 

1 thynke,  that  1 ftiall  never  fpede, 

Tyil  that  I go  to  my  Good^Dede-, 

But,  alas ! lhe  is  fo  weke. 

That  fhe  can  nother  go  nor  fpeke : 
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Yet  wyll  I venter  on  her  now.  — 

My  Good-Dedes , where  be  you  ? 

Good-dedes. 

Here  I lye  colde  in  the  grounde ; 

Thy  finnes  hath  me  fore  bounde, 

That  I can  not  here. 

Everyman. 

0 Good-dedes,  I ftande  in  fere; 

I muft  you  praye  of  counfeyll, 

Far  helpe  now  iholde  come  ryght  well. 

Good-dedes . 

Everyman , I have  underfrandynge. 

That  ye  be  fomoned  a counte  to  make 
Before  Myffias  of  Jherufalem  kynge, 

And  you  do  by  me  that  journay  what  you  wyll  I take. 
Every -man. 

Therfore  I come  to  you  my  moone  to  make : 

I praye  you,  that  ye  wyll  go  with  me. 

Good-dedes . 

1 wolde  full  fayne,  but  I can  not  ftande  veryly. 

Every-man . 

Why,  is  there  ony  thynge  on*  you  fall  ? 

Good-dedes . 

Ye,  hr,  I may  thanke  you  of  all ; 

If  ye  had  parfy  tely  chered  me, 

Your  boke  of  counte  full  redy  had  be. 

Loke,  the  bokes  of  your  workes  and  dedes  eke; 

A,  fe  how  they  lye  under  the  fete. 

To  your  foules  hevynes.  - 

Every-man . 

Our  Lorde  Jefus  helpe  me. 

For  one  letter  here  I cannot  fe. 

Good-dedes . . 

There  is  a blynde  rekenynge  in  tyme  of  dyftres. 
Every-man . 

Good-dedes , I praye  you,  helpe  me  in  this  nede, 

Or  elles  I am  for  ever  dampned  in  dede; 
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Therfore  helpe  me  to  make  rekenynge 
Before  the  redemer  of  all  thynge. 

That  kynge  island  was,  and  ever  fhall* 

Good-dedes . 

j Every -man,  I am  Tory  of  your  fall, 

And  fayne  wolde  I helpe  you  and  I were  able.' 

Every-man . 

Good-dedes,  your  counfeyll  I pray  you  give  me* 

Good-dedes . 

That  fhall  I do  veryly : 

Thoughe  that  on  my  fete  I may  not  go, 

I have  a fyfler  that  fhall  with  you  alfo. 

Called  Knozvlege , whichc  fhall  with  you  abide. 

To  helpe  you  to  make  that  dredeful  rekenynge* 

Knozvlege . 

Every-man , I wyll  go  with  thee,  and  be  thy  guide. 

In  thy  mooft  nede  to  go  by  thy  fyde. 

Every-man . 

In  good  condycyon  I am  now  in  every  thynge. 

And  am  hole  content  with  this  good  thynge. 

Thanked  by  God  my  creature.  * 

Good-dedes . 

And  whan  he  hath  brought  you  there, 

Where  thou  flialt  hele  the  of  thy  fmarte. 

Than  go  you  with  your  rekenynge  and  yoUr  good  dedes 
togyder. 

For  to  make  you  joyfull  at  herte 
Before  the  blefled  Trynyte. 

Every-man . 

My  Good-dedes , gramercy ; 

I am  well  content  certaynly 
With  your  wordes  fwete. 

Knozvlege . 

Now  go  we  togyder  lovyngly 
To  Confeffyon , that  clenfynge  ryvere. 

i Thanked  be  God  my  creator.  Quere*' 

Every-man . 
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Everyman. 

For  joy  I wepe  : I wolde  we  were  the/c  ; 

But,  I pray  you,  gyve  me  cognycyon. 

Where  dwelleth  that  holy  man  ConfeJJyon  ? 

Know  lege. 

In  the  hous  of  falvacyon  ; 

We  fhall  fynde  hym  in  that  place, 

That  fhall  us  comforte  by  Goddes  grace.-— 

Lo,  this  is  ConfeJJfyon : knele  downe,  and  afke  mercy; 

For  he  is  in  good  conceyte  with  God  almyghty. 

Every -man. 

0 gloryous  fountayne  that  all  unclenenes  doth  claryfy, 
Wasfhe  fro  me  the  fpottes  of  vyce  unclene. 

That  on  me  no  fynne  may  be  fene ; 

I come  with  Knowlege  for  my  redempcyon, 

Redempte  with  herte  and  full  contrycyon. 

For  I am  commaunded  a pylgrymage  to  take. 

And  grete  accountes  before  God  to  make. 

Now  I pray  you,  Shryfte , modcr  of  falvacyon, 

Helpe  my  good  dedes  for  my  pytcous  cxclamacyon. 
ConfeJJyon. 

1 knowe  your  forrowe  well,  Every-man  : 

Bycaufe  with  Knowlege  ye  come  to  me, 

I wyll  you  comforte  as  well  as  I can ; 

And  a precyous  jewell  I wyll  gyve  the. 

Called  penaunce,  voycc  voyder  of  adverfyte  ; 

Theiwith  fhall  your  body  chaftyfed  be 
With  abflynence  and  perfeveraunce  in  Goddes  fervyce; 
Here  fhall  you  receyve  that  fcourge  of  me,  - 
Whiche  is  penaunce  ftronge  that  ye  muft  endure. 

To  remembre  thy  Savyour  was  fcourged  for  the 
With  fharpe  fcourges,  and  fuffred  it  pacyently : 

So  muft  thou,  or  thou  fcape  that  paynful  pylgrymage.*** 
Knowlege , kepe  hym  in  this  vyagc, 

And  by  that  tyme  Good-dedes  wyll  be  with  the ; 

But  in  ony  wyfe  be  feker  of  mercy, 

For  your  tyme  draweth  fail ; and  ye  wyll  faved  be, 

Afke  God  mercy,  and  he  wyll  graunte  truely : 
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Whan  with  the  fcourge  of  penaunce  man  doth  hym 
bynde,  * 

The  oyle  of  forgyvenes  than  fhall  he  fynde. 

Every - man. 

Thanked  be  God  for  his  gracyous  werke ; 

For  now  I wyll  my  penaunce  begyn  : 

This  hath  rejoyfed  and  lyghted  my  herte, 

Though  the  knottes  be  paynfui  and  harde  within. 
Knowlege. 

Every-man,  loke  your  penaunce  that  ye  fulfyll. 

What  payne  that  ever  it  to  you  be; 

And  Knowlege  fhall  gyve  you  counfeyll  at  wyll, 

How  your  accounte  ye  fhall  make  clerely. 

Every -man. 

O eternal  God,  o hevenly  fygure, 

O way  of  ryghtwyfnes,  o goodly  vyfyon. 

Which  dyfcended  downe  in  a vyrgyne  pure 
Bycaufe  he  wolde  Every -man  red  erne, 

Which  Adam  fcrfaytcd  by  his  difobedyence, 

O bleffyd  Godheed  elefle  and  hye  devyne, 

Forgyve  my  grevous  offence ; 

Here  I crye  the  mercy  in  this  prefence  : 

O gholtly  treafure,  o raunfomer  and  redemer 
Of  all  the  worlde,  hope  and  conduyter, 

Myrrour  of  joye,  foundatour  of  mercy, 

Whiche  enlumyneth  heven  and  erth  therby, 

Here  my  clamorous  complaynt,  though  it  late  be, 
Receyve  my  prayers ; unworthy  in  this  hevy  lyfe 
Though  I be,  a fynner  moil  abhomynable. 

Yet  let  my  name  be  wryten  in  Moyfes  table.— 

O Mary , praye  to  the  maker  of  all  thynge 
Me  for  to  helpe  at  my  endynge, 

And  fave  me  fro  the  power  of  my  enemy ; 

For  Deth  affayleth  me  hrongly  : 

And,  Lady,  that  I may  by  meane  of  thy  prayer 
Of  your  fones  glory  to  be  partvnere, 
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By  the  meanes  of  his  paffyon,  I it  crave  ; 

I befeche  you,  helpe  my  foiile  to  fave. — 

Knozvlege , gyve  me  the  fcourge  of  penatfnce. 

My  fleslhe  therwith  lhall  gyve  acqueyntance  ; 

I wyll  now  begyn,  yf  God  gyve  me  grace. 

Knozvlege . 

Every -man , God  gyve  you  tyme  and  fpace: 

Thus  I bequeth  you  in  the  handes  bf  our  favyour; 
Now  may  you  make  your  rekenynge  fure. 

Every -man. 

In  the  name  of  the  holy  Trynyte, 

My  body  fore  punyslhed  lhall  be, 

Take  this  body  for  the  fynne  of  the  lleslhe ; 

Alfo  thou  delyteil  to  go  gay  and  freslhe ; 

And  in  the  way  of  dampnacyon  thou  dyd  me  brynge, 
Therfore  fuffre  now  ftrokes  of  punyslliynge  : 

Now  of  penaunce  I wyll  wade  the  water  clerc, 

To  fave  me  from  purgatory  that  lharpe  fyrc. 

Good-dedes . 

I thanke  God,  now  I can  walke  and  go, 

And  am  delyvered  of  my  fykenelfe  and  wo ; 

Therfore  with  Every -man  I wyll  go,  and  not  fpare, 
Jdis  good  workes  I wyll  helpe  hym  to  declare. 

Knozvlege . 

Now,  Every-man , be  mery  and  glad; 

Your  Good-dedes  cometh  now,  ye  may  not  be  fad: 
Now  is  your  Good-dedes  hole  and  founde, 

Goynge  upryght  upon  the  grounde. 

Every-?nan. 

My  herte  is  lyght,  and  lhall  be  evermore ; 

Now  wyll  I fmyte  faller  than  I dyde  before. 

Good-dedes . 

Every-man  pylgryme,  my  fpecia!  frende, 

Blelfyd  be  thou  without  ende ; 

For  the  is  preparate  the  eternal  glory : 

Ye  have  me  made  hole  and  founde, 

Therfore  I will  byde  by  the  in  every  llounde. 
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Every- man* 

Welcome,  my  Good-dedes , now  I here  thy  voyce 
I wepe  for  very  fwetenes  of  lovs. 

Knowlege . 

Be  no  more  fad,  but  ever  rejoyce, 

God  feeth  thy  lyvynge  in  his  trone  above  ; 

Put  on  his  garment  to  thy  behove, 

Whiche  is  wette  with  your  teres. 

Or  elles  before  God  you  may  it  myfTe, 

Whan  ye  to  your  journeys  ende  come  fhall. 

Every -man. 

Gentyll  Knewlege,  what  do  ye  it  call  ? 

Knovjlege • 

It  is  a garment  of  forowe. 

Fro  payne  it  wyll  you  borowe ; 

Contrycyon  it  is, 

That  getteth  forgyvenes. 

He  pleafeth  God  paifynge  well. 

Good-dedes . 

Every-man , wyll  you  were  it  for  your  hele  ? 
Every-man . 

Now  bleffyd  be  Jefu>  Maryes  Tone  ; 

For  now  have  I on  true  contrycyon  : 

And  lette  us  go  now  without  taryenge.  — 
Good-dedes^  have  we  clere  our  rekenynge  ? 

Good-dedes . 

Ye,  indede,  I have  here. 

Every-man. 

Than  J truft  we  nede  not  fere : — 

Now,  frendes,  let  us  not  parte  in  twayne. 

Kynrede . 

Nay,  Every-man , that  wyll  we  not  certayne. 
Good-dedes . 

Yet  muft  thou  led  with  the 
Thxe  perfones  of  grete  myght. 

Every-man . 

Who  fholde  they  be  ? 


Good-dedes , 
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Good-dedes . * 

Dyfcrecyon  and  Strength  they  hyght, 

And  thy  Beaute  may  not  abyde  behyndc. 

Knowlege . 

Alfo  ye  mull  call  to  mynde 
Your  Fyve-wyttes  as  for  your  counfeylours, 

Good-dedes. 

You  muft  have  them  ready  at  all  houres. 

Every -man. 

Howe  ihall  I gette  them  hyder  ? 

Kynrede . 

You  muft  call  them  all  togyder. 

And  they  wyll  here  you  in  contyneTit. 

Every -man. 

My  frendes,  come  hyder,  and  be  prefent, 

Dyfcrecyon , Strengthen  my  Fyve-wyttes  f and  Beaute . 

_ Beaute. 

Here  at  your  wyll  we  be  all  redy ; 

What  wyll  ye  that  we  fholde  do  ? 

Good-dedes , 

That  ye  wolde  with  Every-man  go, 

And  helpe  hym  in  his  pylgrymage : 

Advyle  you,  wyll  ye  with  him  or  not  in  that  vyage  ? 
Strength . 

We  wyll  brynge  hym  all  thyder 
To  his  helpe  and  comforte,  ye  may  byleve  me. 

Dyfcrecyon. 

So  wyll  we  go  with  hym  all  togyder, 

Every-man. 

Almyghty  God,  loved  myght  thou  be ; 

I gyve  the  laude  that  I have  hyder  brought 

Strength , Dyfcrecyon , Beaute , Fyve-wyttes , lacke  I nought : 

f Fyve-wyttes,  i,  e.  tie  Five  Senfes.  Thefe  are  frequently  exhibited  at 
f’ve  difinti  perfonages  upon  the  Spamfh  flage  j (fee  Riccoboni,  p.  98.)  but 
our  moraliji  has  reprefented  tbtm  alt  by  one  character.  In  Shakefpeare's  King 
Lear,  the  Madman  fays , l<  Bids’ thy  five  Wits !”  meaning  the  Five  Senfes. 
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And  my  Good-dedes , with  Knowlege  clere, 

All  be  in  my  company  at  my  wyll  here ; 

I defyre  no  more  to  my  befynesc 
Strengthe. 

And  I Strength  wyll  by  you  ftanae  in  dyftres, 

Though  thou  wolde  in  batayle  fyght  on  the  grounded 
Fyve -wattes . 

And  though  it  were  thrugh  the  worlde  rounde, 

We  wyll  not  departe  for  fwete  ne  foure. 

Beaute . 

No  more  wyll  I unto  dethes  houre, 

Watfoever  therof  Befall. 

Dyfcrecyon. 

Every -man,  advyfe  you  fyrft  of  all, 

Go  with  a good  advyfement  and  delyberacyon  t 
We  all  gyve  you  vertuous  monycyon. 

That  all  lhall  be  well. 

Every -man. 

My  frendes,  harken  what  I wyll  tell ; 

I praye  God  rewarde  you  in  his  heven  fpere  : 

Now  herken  all  that  be  here ; 

For  I wyll  make  my  teftament 
Here  before  you  all  prefent : 

In  almes,  halfe  my  good  I wyll  gyve  with  my  handes 
twayne, 

In  the  way  of  charyte,  with  good  entent, 

And  the  other  halfe  ftyll  fhall  remayne. 

In  queth  to  be  retourned  there  it  ought  to  be. 

This  I do  in  defpyte  of  the  fende  of  hell. 

To  go  quyte  out  of  his  pereli 
Ever  after  and  this  daye. 

Knowlege . 

Every -man , herken  what  I faye  ; 

Go  to  prefthode  I you  advyfe, 

And  receyve  of  hym  in  ony  wyfe 

The  holy  lacrament  and  oyntement  togyder. 

Than  ihortly  fe,  ye  tourne  agayne  hyder, 

We  wyll  all  abyde  you  here. 

Fyve-zvyttes. 
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Fyve-wyttes.  r 

Ye,  "Everyman , hye  you  that  ye  redy  were  : 

There  is  no  emperour,  kynge,  duke,  ne  baron. 

That  of  God  hath  commycyon, 

As  hath  the  leeft  preeft  in  the  worlde  beygne;  r 

For  of  the  bleflyd  facramentes  pure  and  benygne 
He  bereth  the  keyes,  and  therof  hath  the  cure 
For  mannes  redempcyon,  it  is  ever  fure, 

Whiche  God  for  our  foules  medycyne 
Gave  us  oute  of  his  herte  with  grete  payne. 

Here  in  this  tranfytory  lyfe  for  the  and  me  : 

The  bleflyd  facramentes,  vn  there  be, 

Baptym,  confyrmacyon,  with  preefthode  good. 

And  the  facrament  of  Goddes  precyous  flesihe  and  blood, 
Maryage,  the  holy  extreme  unceyoli,  and  penauncC ; 
Thefe  feven  be  good  to  have  in  remembraunce, 

Gracyous  facramentes  of  hye  devynyte. 

Every -man. 

Fayne  wolde  I receyve  that  holy  body; 

And  mekely  to  my  ghoftly  fader  I wyll  go. 

Fyve-zvyttes. 

Every-man , that  is  the  belt  that  ye  can  do  ; 

God  wyll  you  to  falvacyon  brynge, 

For  preefthode  excedeth  all  other  thynge ; 

To  us  holy  fcrpyture  they  do  teche. 

And  converteth  man  fro  fynne  heven  to  reche  $ 

God  hath  to  them  more  power  gyven 
Than  to  ony  aungell  that  is  in  heven  : 

With  V wordes  he  may  confecrate 
Goddes  body  in  flesfhe  and  blode  to  make. 

And  handeleth  his  maker  bytwene  his  handes,  x 
The  preeft  byndeth  and  unbyndeth  all  bandes 
Bothe  in  erthe  and  in  heven, — 

Thou  mynyftres  all  the  facramentes  feven, 

Though  we  kylfe  thy  fete  thou  were  worthy. 

Thou  art  furgyon  that  cureth  fynne  deedly, 

N® 
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EVERY-MAN. 


No  remedy  we  fynde  under  God, 

But  all  onely  preefthode. 

Everyman , God  gave  preeft  that  dygnyte. 

And  fetteth  them  in  his  ftede  amonge  u&  to  be ; 

Thus  be  they  above  aungelles  in  degree. 

Knowlege . 

If  preeftes  be  good  it  is  fo  fuerly. 

But  whan  Jefu  hanged  on  the  croffe  with  grete  fmarte. 
There  he  gave  out  of  his  bleffyd  herte 
The  fame  lacrament  in  grete  tourment. 

He  folde  them  not  to  us  that  Lorde  omnypotent, 
Therfore  faynt  Peter  the  apoftell  dothe  faye. 

That  Jefus  curfe  hath  all  they 
Whiche  God  theyr  favyour  do  by  or  fell. 

Or  they  for  ony  money  do  take  or  tell, 

Synfull  preeftes  gyveth  the  fynners  example  bad, 

Theyr  chyldren  fytteth  by  other  mennes  fyres  I have 
harde. 

And  fome  haunteth  womens  company, 

With  unclene  lyfe  as  luftes  of  lechery; 

Thefe  be  with  fynne  made  blynde. 

Five-wyttes . 

I truft  to  God,  no  fuche  may  we  fynde  : 

Therfore  let  us  preefthode  honour, 

And  folowe  theyr  doftryne  for  our  foules  focoure ; 

We  be  theyr  fhepe,  and  they  fhepeherdes  be. 

By  whome  we  all  be  kepte  in  fuerte.— 

Peas  ! for  yonder  I fee  Everyman  come, 

Whiche  hath  made  true  fatysfaccyon. 

Good-dedes . 

Me  thynke,  it  is  he  in  dede. 

Everytnan . 

Now  Jefu  be  your  alder  fpede  ! 

I have  receyved  the  facrament  for  my  redempcyon, 

And  than  myne  extreme  unccyon 

Bleffyd  be  all  they  that  counfeyled  me  to  take  it : 

And  now,  frendes,  let  us  go  without  logger  refpyte; 
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I thanke  God,  that  ye  have  taryed  To  longe. 

Now  fet  eche  of  you  on  this  rodde  your  honde ; 

And  fhortely  folowe  me  ; 

I go  before  there  I wolde  be : God  be  your  gyde. 
Strength . 

Everyman , we  wyll  not  fro  you  go, 

Tyll  ye  have  done  this  vyage  longe. 

Dyfcrecion . 

I Dyfcrecyon  wyll  byde  by  you  alfo. 

Know  lege. 

And  though  this  pylgrymage  be  never  fo  flronge, 

I wyll  never  parte  you  fro  : 

Everyman , I wyll  be  as  fure  by  the, 

As  ever  I dyde  by  Judas  Machabee . 

Every -man, 

Alas ! I am  fo  faynt  I may  not  ftande. 

My  lymmes  under  me  doth  folde: 

Frendes,  let  us  not  tourne  agayne  to  this  lande. 

Not  for  all  the  worldes  golde ; 

For  in  to  this  cave  muft  I crepe, 

And  tourne  to  erth  and  there  to  flepe. 

Beaute, 

What,  in  to  this  grave  ? Alas ! 

Every-man, 

Ye,  there  fhall  ye  confume  more  and  lefle. 

Beaute. 

And  what,  fholde  I fmoder  here  ? 

Every-man . 

Ye,  by  my  fayth,  and  never  more  appere  j 
Jn  this  worlde  lyve  no  more  we  fhall, 

But  in  heven  before  the  hyeft  Loide  of  all. 

Beaute. 

I croffe  out  all  this : adewe,  by  faynt  Johan ; 

I take  ray  tappe  in  my  lappe,  and  am  gone. 

Every-man. 

What,  Beaute  P whyder  wyll  ye  ? 


Beaute. 
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Beaute. 

Peas ! I am  defe,  I loke  not  behynde  me. 

Not  and  thou  woldeft  gyve  me  all  the  golde  in  thy  cheft. 
Every -man* 

Alas  I wherto  may  I truite  i 
Beaute  gothe  fall  awaye  fro  me, 

She  promyfed  with  me  to  lyve  and  dye. 

Strength . 

Everyman , I wyll  the  alfo  forfake  and  denye,  \ ; 
Thy  game  lyketh  me  not  at  all. . 

♦ Every -man* 

Why  than  ye  wyll  forfake  me  all  ; 

Swete  Strength , tary  a ly tell  fpace. 

Strengthen 

Nay,  fir,  by  the  rode  of  grace, 

I wTyll  hye  me  from  the  fa  ft, 

Though  thou  wepe  to  thy  heart  to  braft. 

Every -man. 

Ye  wolde  ever  byde  by  me,  ye  fayd. 

Strenghte. 

Ye,  I have  you  ferre  ynoughe  conveyde  : 

Ye  be  olde  ynoughe,  I underftande, 

Your  pylgrymage  to  take  on  hande ; 

I repent  me,  that  I hyder  came. 

Every -man. 

Strength , you  to  dyfpleafe  I am  to  blame ; 

Wyll  ye  breke  promyfe  that  is  dette  l 
Strength . 

In  fayth,  I care  not : 

Thou  art  but  a foole  to  oomplayne ; 

You  fpende  your  fpeche,  and-wafte  your  bray.ne  : * 

Go,  thryft  the  in  to  the  grounde. 

Every -man,  . ' ■ \ 

I had  wende  furer  I fholde  you  have  founde  : 

He  that  trufteth  in  his ' Strength y 
She  hym  deceyveth  at  the  length  i 


Bothe 
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Bothe  Strength  and  Beaute  forfaketh  me. 

Yet  they  promyfed  me  fayre  and  lovyngly. 

Dyfcrecyon. 

Every-man,  I wyll  after  Strength  be  gone } 

As  for  me  I wyll  leve  you  alone. 

Every -man. 

Why,  Dyfcrecyon , wyll  ye  forfake  me  ? 

Dyfcrecyon . 

Ye,  in  fayth,  I wyll  go  fro  the ; 

For  whan  Strength  goth  before, 

I folowe  after  ever  more. 

Every-man . 

Yet,  I pray  the,  for  the  love  of  the  Trynyte, 
Loke  in  my  grave  ones  pyteoully. 

Dyfcrecyon . 

Nay,  fo  nye  wyll  I not  come. 

Fare  well  everychone. 

Every -man. 

O,  all  thynge  fayleth,  fave  God  alone, 
Beaute9  Strength , and  Dyfcrecyon ; 

For,  whan  Deth  bloweth  his  blaft, 

They  all  renne  fro  me  full  fall. 

Fyve-wyttes. 

Every-man , my  leve  now  of  the  I take ; 

I wyll  folowe  the  other,  for  here  I the  forfake. 

Every-man . 

Alas ! than  may  I wayle  and  wepe ; 

For  I toke  you  for  my  beft  frende. 

Fyve-wyttes . 

I wyll  no  lenger  the  kepe : 

Now  farewell,  and  there  an  ende. 

Every-man. 

O Jefu , helpe  ! all  hath  forfaken  me. 

Good-dedes . 

Nay,  Every-man , I wyll  byde  with  the, 

I wyll  not  forfake  the  in  dede ; 

Thou  fhalt  fynde  me  a good  frende  at  nede. 


Vo  u IP 
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Everyman . 

Gramercy,  Good-dedes,  now  may  I true  frendes  fe ; 
They  have  forfaken  me  everychone, 

Knowlege,  wyll  ye  forfake  me  alfo  ? 

Know  lege. 

Ye,  Everyman , whan  ye  to  deth  ihall  go  ; 

But  not  yet  for  no  maner  of  daunger. 

Everyman. 

Gramercy,  Knowlege , with  all  my  herte. 

Kuowlege. 

Nay,  yet  I wyll  not  from  hens  departe, 

Tyll  I fee  where  ye  Ihall  be  come. 

Everyman . 

Me  thynke,  alas ! that  I mull  be  gone 
To  make  my  rekenynge,  and  my  dettes  paye ; 

For,  I fe,  my  tyme  is  nye  fpente  awaye.  — • 

Take  example,  all  ye  that  this  do  here  or  fe. 

How  they  that  I love  belt  do  forfake  me ; 

Excepte  my  Good-dedes , that  bydeth  truly. 

Good-dedes . 

All  erthly  thynges  is  but  vanyte, 

Beaute , Strength , and  Dyfcrecyon , do  man  forfake, 
Folysihe  frendes,  and  kynnefmen,  that  fayre  fpake ; 

All  fleeth  fave  Good-dedes,  and  that  am  I. 

Every-man. 

Have  mercy  on  me,  God  mooft  mighty,— 

And  ftande  by  me  thou  moder  and  mayde,  holy  Mary . 
Good-dedes . 

Fere  not,  I wyll  fpeke  for  the. 

Every-man. 

Here  I crye  God  mercy. 

Good-dedes . 

Shorte  our  ende  and  mynyslhe  our  payne : 

Let  us  go,  and  never  come  agayne. 

Every-man. 

In  to  thy  handes,  Lorde,  my  foule  I commende, 

Receyve 


EVER  Y-M  A N* 
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Receyye  it,  L'orde,  that  it  be  not  loft ; 

As  thou  me  boUghteft,  fo  me  defende. 

And  fave  me  from  the  fendes  booft. 

That  I may  appere  with  that  bleffyd  hooft 
That  fhall  be  faved  at  the  day  of  dome : 

{ In  manus  tuas ) — of  myghtes  mooft 
For  ever  — ( commendo  fpiritum  mum.) 

Knowhge. 

Now  hath  he  fufFred  that  we  all  fhall  endure* 

The  Good-dedes  fhall  make  all  fure ; 

Now  hath  he  mad$  endynge : 

Me  thynketh  that  I here  aungelles  fynge, 

And  make  grete  joy  and  melody. 

Where  every  manries  foule  receyved  fhall  be. 

"The  AungelL 

Come,  excellente  eledle  fpoufe  to  Jefu , 

Here  above  thou  fhalt  go, 

Bycaufe  bf  thy  fynguler  ybrtue  : 

Now  the  foule  is  taken  the  body  fro. 

Thy  rekenynge  is  cryftall  clere ; 

Now  fhalte  thoti  in  to  the  hevenly  fpere. 

Unto  the  whiche  all  ye  fhall  come 
That  lyveth  well  before  the  daye  of  dome. 

Doftour. 

This  morall  men  may  have  in  niynde  ^ 

Ye  herers,  take  it  of  worth  olde  and  yonge. 

And  forfake  pryde,  for  he  deceyveth  you  in  the  ende^ 
And  remembre  Beaute , Fyve -ivy ties,  Strength,  and 
Dyfcrecyon , 

They  all  at  the  laft  do  Every -man  forfake. 

Save  his  Good-dedes , there  doth  he  take: 

But  be  Ware,  and  they  be  fmall. 

Before  God  he  hath  no  helpe  at  all ; 

None  excufe  may  be  there  for  Every-man  i 
Alas ! hoW  fhall  he  do  than. 

For  after  dethe  amendes  may  no  man  Ninake ; 

For  than  mercy  and  pyte  doth  hym  forfake ; 

E * 
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If  his  rekenynge  be  not  clene  whan  he  doth  com$V 
God  wyll  faye  — - Ite>  maleditti , in  ignem  sternum  z 
And  he  that  hath  his  accounte  hole  and  founde, 
Hye  in  heven  he  lhall  be  crounde ; 

Unto  whiche  place  God  bringe  us  all  thyder. 

That  we  may  lyve  body  and  foule  togyder  j 
Therto  helpe  the  Trynyte : 

Amen  faye  ye,  for  faynt  Cbaryte. 

FINIS* 


Thus  endeth  this  moral!  playe  of  Every-man, 
Imprynted  at  London  in  Poufes 
chyrche  yarde  by  me 
John  Shot. 
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- — is  printed  from  a black  letter  copy  in  Mr.  Garrick’s  col- 
lection ; of  which  the  following  is  a very  accurate  analyfis , 
extracted  from  Dr.  Percy’s  Reliques  of  Anc.  Eng . Poetry . 
Vol.  i.  P.  130. 

“ Hyck-Scorner  bears  no  diftant  refemblance  to  comedy:  its 
ct  chief  aim  feems  to  be  to  exhibit  characters  and  manners , its 
iC  plot  being  much  lefs  regular  than  the  foregoing.  The  pro- 
“ logue  is  fpoken  by  Pit y,  reprefented  under  the  character  of 
“ an  aged  pilgrim ; he  is  joined  by  Contemplation  and  Per- 
*c  feverance,  two  holy  menx  who  after  lamenting  the  degen  e- 
“ racy  of  the  age9  declare  their  ref  elution  of  ftemming  the 
“ torrent . Pity  then  is  left  upon  the  ft age , and  prefently 
(t  found  by  Frewyll,  representing  a lewd  debauchee , who , with 
“ his  dijfolute  companion  Imagination,  relate  their  manner 
((  of  life , and  not  without  humour  defer ibe  the  flews  and 
“ other  places  of  bafe  rejort.  \ They  are  prejently  joined  by 
" Hyck-Scorner,  who  is  drawn  as  a libertine  returned 
**■ from  travel , and  agreeably  to  his  name  feoffs  at  religion . 
“ Thefe  three  are  deferibed  as  extremely  vicious , who  glory 
“ in  every  aCt  of  wickednefs ; at  length  two  of  them  quarrel \ 
“ and  Pity  endeavours  to  part  the  fray : on  this  they  fall 
“ upon  him , put  him  into  the  flocks , and  then  leave  him . 
“ Pity  then  defcants  in  a kind  of  lyric  meafure  on  the  profti- 
“gacy  of  the  age , and  in  this  fit  nation  is  found  by  Perfeve- 
“ ranee  and  Contemplation,  who,  fet  him  at  liberty , and  ad- 
“ vife  him  to  go  in  fearch  of  the  delinquents . As  foon  as  he 
“ is  gone , Frewyll  appears  again ; and  after  relating  in  a 
“ very  ccmick  manner  fome  of  his  rogueries  and  ej capes  from 
“ juft ice 9 is  rebuked  by  the  tzvo  holy  men , who , after  a long 
lt  alter  cation , at  length  convert  him  and  his  libertine  compa - 
(t  nion  Imagination  from  their  vicious  courfe  of  life : and  then 
“ the  play  ends  with  a few  verfes  from  Perfeverance  by  way 
“ of  epilogue . 


“It 


*?  It  ivould  he  needlefs  to  point  out  the  abfur dities  in  the 
u plan  and  conduct  of  the  foregoing  play.  They  are  evidently 
“ great . It  is  fujfcient  to  obfe>  ve,  that,  bating  the  moral  and 
cc  religious  reflections  oj  Pity  {5s c.  the  piece  is  of  a comick  caft, 
€‘  and  contains  a humorous  difplay  of  Jome  of  the  vices  of  the 
ci  age . Indeed  the  author  has  generally  been  Jo  little  attentive 
<e  to  the  allegory , that  we  need  only  fubflitute  other  names  to 
*e  his  p erf on  ages,  and  we  have  real  characters  and  living 
manners” 

The  wood- cuts,  prefixed  to  this  and  the  foregoing  play , were 
very  minutely  traced  and  executed  by  a mafterly  hand : and , 
there  being  fomething  Jingular  in  giving  the  portraits  of  the 
Dramatis  Perfonae,  it  is  prefumed,  the  following  will  be 
particularly  pleaflng  to  the  reader • 
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Pyte. 

NOW  Itiu  the  gentyll  that  brought  Adam  fr6  hell 
Save  you  all,  foveraynes,  and  folas  you  fende: 
And,  or  this  mater  that  I begynne  to  tell, 

I praye  you  of  audyence,  tyll  I have  made  an  ende; 

For  I faye  to  you,  my  name  is  Pyte , 

That  ever  yet  hath  ben  mannes  frende. 

In  the  bofome  of  the  feconde  perfone  in  trynyte 
I fprange  as  a plante,  mannes  myffe  to  amende ; 

You  for  to  helpe  I put  to  my  honde : 

Recorde  I take  of  Mary  that  wepte  teres  of  blode  ; 

I Pyte  within  her  herte  dyde  ftonde ; 

Whan  fhe  fawe  her  fone  on  the  rode, 

The  fwerde  of  forowe  gave  that  lady  wounde ; 

Whan  a fpere  clave  her  fones  herte  a fondre, 

5he  cryed  out,  and  fell  to  the  grounde ; 

Though  fhe  was  woo,  hyt  was  lytell  wonder. 

Thys  delycate  colour  that  goodly  lady. 

Full  pale  and  wanne,  fhe  fawe  her  fone  all  deed. 
Splayed  on  a croffe  with  the  fyve  welles  of  pyte. 

Of  purple  velvet  poudred  with  rofes  reed. 

Lo,  I Pyte  thus  made  your  erande  to  be  fpede. 

Or  elles  man  for  ever  fholde  have  ben  forlorne. 

A mayden  fo  layde  hys  life  to  wedde 


Crowned 
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Crowned  as  a kynge  the  thornes  prycked  hym  fore; 
Charyte  and  I of  true  love  ledes  the  double  rayne; 

Whofb  me  loveth  dampned  never  lhall  be. 

Of  fome  vertuous  company  I wolde  be  fayne ; 

For  all  that  wyll  to  heven  nedes  mull  come  by  me; 

Chefe  porter  I am  in  lhat  hevenly  cyte.  _ 

And  liow  here  wyll  I reft  me  a lytell  fpace, 

Tyll  hyt  pleafe  lbefu  of  his  grace 
Some  vertuous  felyfhyp  for  to  fende. 

Con  temp  lacy  on • 

Chryjle  that  was  cryftened,  crucyfyed,  and  crowned; 

In  his  bofum  true  love  was  gaged  with  a fpere, 

His  vaynes  brafte  and  brofed,  and  to  a pyller  bounde. 
With  fcourges  he  was  laihed,-  the  knottes  the  Ikyn  tare. 
On  his  necke  to  Calvary  the  grete  croffe  he  bare. 

His  blode  ran  to  the  grounde  as  fcrypture  doth  tell. 

His  burden  was  fo  hevy  that  downe  under  it  he  fell, 

Lo,  I am  kynne  to  the  Lorde  which  is  Goddes  fone  i 
My  name  is  written  formeft  in  the  boke  of  lyre. 

Fori  am  perfyte  Contemplacyon , 

And  brother  to  holy  chytche  that  is  oiir  Lordes  wyfe. 
Johan  Baptyjty  Anthony , and  Jhero?ney  with  many  mo, 
Folowed  me  here  in  holte,  * hethe,  and  in  wyldernes  j 
I ever  with  them  went  where  they  dyde  go, 

Nyght  and  daye  towarde  the  waye  of  ryghtwyfenes : 

I am  the  chefe  lanterne  of  all  holynes, 

Of  prelates  and  preeftes  I am  theyr  patron ; 

No  armure  fo  ltronge  in  no  dyftreffe, 

Habergyon,  helme,  ne  yet  no  Jdtrony 

* holte  fometimes  a woody  grove,  or  forefi\  fo  Chaucer 
When  Zephyr  us  eke,  with  his  fwete  bretbe 
Infpirid  hath,  in  every  holt  and  heth 
'The  tender  croppis  j 

Sometimes  in  jtgnijies  a hill : fo  in  the  old  Scotch  fong  ofRobin  and  Makyit; 
Makyn  went  homeward  blyth  enough , 

Outowre  the  holtis  hair  $ /.  e . hear  bills . 

See  Reliques  of  Ancient  Englilh  Poetry,  Vol.  2i  77. 
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To  fyght  with  Satban  am  I the  champyon. 

That  dare  abyde,  and  manfully  ftonde  : 

Fendes  fle  awaye  where  they  fe  me  come ; 

But  I wyll  fhewe  you  why  I came  to  this  londfc 
For  to  preche  and  teche  of  Goddes  foth  fawes, 

Ayenfl  vyce  that  dothe  rebell  ayenlt  hym  and  hys  lawes. 
Pyte* 

God  fpede,  good  broder ; fro  whens  came  you  now  ? 
Contemplacyon . 

Syr,  I came  frome  Perfeveraunce  to  feke  you. 

Pyte . 

Why,  fyr,  knowe  you  me  ? 

Contemplacyon . 

Ye,  fyr,  and  have  done  longe ; your  name  is  Pyte ♦ 
Pyte. 

Your  name  fayne  wolde  I knowe. 

Contemplacyon . 

In  dede  I am  called  Contemplacyon , 

That  ufeth  to  lyve  folytaryly; 

In  wodes  and  in  wyldenelfe  I walke  alone, 

Bycaufe  I wolde  faye  my  prayers  devoutly  ; 

I love  not  with  me  to  have  moche  company  : 

But  Perfeveraunce  ofte  with  me  doth  mete, 

Whan  I thynke  on  thoughtes  that  is  full  hevenly ; 

Thus  he  and  I togyder  full  fweteJy  doth  flepe. 

Pyte . 

I thanke  God,  that  we  be  mette  togyder. 

Contemplacyon . 

Syr,  I trull,  that  Perfeveraunce  lhortly  wyll  come  hyder, 
Pyte . 

Than  I thynke  to  here  fome  good  tydynge. 

Contemplacyon . 

I warrant  you,  brother,  that  he  is  comynge. 
Perfeveraunce . 

The  eternal  God,  that  named  was  Mejfyasf 
He  gyve  you  grace  to  come  to  his  glorye, 

Wher  ever  is  joye  in  the  celellyall  place, 
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Whan  you  of  Satban  wynneth  the  vy&orye, 

Every  man  ought  to  be  gladde  to  have  in  company, 

For  I am  named  good  Perfeveraunce , 

That  ever  is  guyded  by  vertuous  governaunce ; 

I am  never  varyable,  but  doth  continue, 

Styll  goynge  upwarde  the  ladder  of  grace. 

And  lode  in  me  planted  is  fo  true. 

And  fro  the  poore  man  I wyll  never  tourne  my  face : 
Whan  I go  by  my  felfe  ofte  I do  remembre 
The  grete  kyndnes  that  God  lhewed  unto  man. 

For  to  be  borne  in  the  moneth  of  decembre, 

Whan  the  daye  waxeth  fhorte,  and  the  nyght  longe, 

Of  his  goodnelfe  that  champyon  ftronge 
Defcended  downe  fro  the  fader  of  ryghtwyfnes, 

And  relied  in  Mary  the  floure  of  mekenes. 

Now  to  thi?  place  hyder  come  I am 
To  feke  Contemplacyon  my  kynnefman. 

Contemplacyon . 

What,  brother  Perfeveraunce  ? ye  be  welcome. 

Perfeveraunce . 

And  fo  be  you  alfo  Contemplacyon . 

Contemplacyon . 

Loo,  here  is  our  mayller  Pyte . 

Perjeveraunce. 

Now  truly,  ye  be  welcome  in  to  this  countre. 

Pyte . 

I thanke  you  hertely,  fyr  Perfeveraunce . 

Perfeveraunce. 

Mayller  Pyte , one  thynge  is  com  to  my  remembraunce; 
What  tythynges  here  you  now  ? 

Pyte. 

Syr,  fuche  as  I can  I fhall  lhewe  you : 

I have  herde  many  men  complayne  pyteoully ; 

They  faye  they  be  fmyten  with  the  fwerde  of  poverty. 

In  every  place  where  I do  go : 

Fewe  frendes  poverte  dooth  fynde. 

And  thefe  ryche  men  ben  unkynde  $ 

for 
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For  theyr  neyghbours  they  wyll  nought  do, 

Wydowes  dooth  curfe-  lordes  and  gentyll  men. 

For  they  contrayne  them  to  mary  with  theyr  men, 

Ye,  wheder  they  wyll  or  no  : 

Men  mary  for  good,  and  that  is  dampnable, 

Ye,  with  olde  women  that  is  fyfty  and  beyonde : 

The  peryll  now  no  man  drede  wyll ; 

All  is  not  Goddes  lawe  that  is  ufed  in  londe ; 

Beware  wyll  they  not  tyll  deth  in  his  honde 
Taketh  his  fwerde,  and  fmyteth  afonder  the  lyfe  vayne* 
And  with  his  mortall  ftroke  cleveth  the  herte  atwayne : 
They  trull;  fo  in  mercy,  the  lanterne  of  bryghtneife. 
That  no  thynge  do  they  drede  Goddes  ryghtwynes. 
Perfeveraunce. 

O,  Ihefuy  fyr,  here  is  a hevy  tydynge* 

Pyte . 

Syr,  this  is  trewe,  that  I do  brynge, 

Contemplacyon. 

How  am  I beloved,  mayller  Pyte , where  ye  come  ! 
Pyte. 

In  good  faythe,  people  have  now  fmail  devocyon ; 
And  as  for  with  you,  brother  Contemplacyon, 

There  medleth  fewe  or  none. 

Contemplacyon . 

Yes,  I trull:,  that  preftes  love  me  wele. 

Pyte. 

But  a fewe,  I wys,  and  fome  never  a dele. 
Contemplacyon. 

Why,  fyr,  without  me  they  maye  not  fyve  clene. 
Pyte. 

Nay,  that  is  the  leaft  thought  that  they  have  of  fy  ftene  j 
And  that  maketh  me  full  hevy. 

Contemplacyon. 

How,  trowe  you  that  there  be  no  remedy  ? 

Pyte . 

Full  harde,  for  fynne  is  now  fo  grevous  and  yll. 

That  I thynke,  that  it  be  growen  to  an  impoflyble. 
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And  yet  one  thynge  maketh  me  ever  mournyng.e. 
That  preftes  lack  utterance  to  fhowe  theyr  cunnyngej 
And  al  the  whyle  that  clerkes  do  ufe  fo  grcte  fynne, 
Amonge  the  lay  people  loke  never  for  no  mendyngc. 
Perfeveraunce . 

Alas,  that  is  a hevy  cafe, 

That  fo  grete  fynne  is  ufed  in  every  place ; 

I praye  God  it  amende. 

ContempJacyon . 

Now  God,  that  ever  hath  ben  mannes  frende. 
Some'  better  tydynges  foone  us  fende ; 

For  now  I muft  be  gone. 

Fare  well,  good  brethrene  here ; 

A grete  erande  I have  elles  where. 

That  mufl  nedes  be  done  : 

I trull,  I wyll  not  long  tary  ; 

Theder  wyll  I hye  me  ihortely, 

And  come  agayne  whan  I have  done, 

Perfeveraunce. 

Hyder  agayne,  I trait,  you  wyll  come  * 

Therfore  God  be  with  you. 

Contemplacyon. 

Syr,  nedes  I mull  departe  now  5 
lbefu  me  fpede  this  daye. 

Perfeveraunce . 

Now,  brother  Contemplacyony  let  us  go  our  waye. 
Frewyll. 

Aware,  felowes,  and  Hande  a roume : 

How  faye  you  r am  not  I a goodly  pcrfoune  ? 

I trowe,  you  knowe  not  fuche  a gefle  : 

What,  fyrres,  I tell  you,  my  name  is  Frewyll> 

I may  chofe,  wheder  I do  good  or  yll ; 

But  for  all  that  I wyll  do  as  me  Iyft: 

My  condycyons  ye  knowe  not  perde, 

I can  fyght,  chyde,  and  be  mery ; 

Fullf  oone  of  my  company  ye  woldc  be  wcry. 

And  ye  knewe  all. 
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What,  fyll  the  cup,  and  make  good  chere  y 
I trowe,  I have  a noble  here  : 

Who  lente  hyt  me  ? By  Cryfte,  a frere. 

And  I gave  hym  a fall. 

Where  be  ye,  fyr  ? be  ye  at  home  ? 

Kockes  paftion,  my  noble  is  tourned  to  a ftone. 

Where  laye  I laft  ? Belhrewe  your  herte,  Jone; 

Now,  by  thefe  bones,  fhe  hath  bcgyled  me : 

Let  fe ; a peny  my  fouper,  a pece  of  fleslhe  x pence ; 
My  bedde  ryght  nought:  let  all  this  expence  — 

Now,  by  thefe  bones,  I have  loit  an  halfpeny. 

Who  laye  there  ? my  felowe  Imagynacyon } 

He  and  I had  good  communycacyon 
Of  fyr  Johan  and  Sybbel/, 

How  they  were  fpyed  in  bedde  togyder  j 
And  he  prayed  her  ofte  to  come  thydet. 

For  to  fynge,  — Lo,  le,  lo , lowe . 

They  twayne  togyder  had  good  fporte  ; 

But  at  the  ftewes  fyde  I loft  a grote : 

I trowe  I lhall  never  ythe.  * 

My  felowe  promyfed  me  here  to  mete ; 

But,  I trowe,  the  horefone  be  a ftepe. 

With  a wenche  fome  where. 

How,  Imagynacyon , come  hyder. 

And  you  thryve  I lofe  a feder ; 

Belhrowe  your  herte,  appere. 

Imagynacyon . 

What,  how,  how,  who  called  after  me  ? 

FrewylL 

Come  nere,  ye  lhall  never  ithe, 

Where  have  ye  be  fo  longe  ? 

Imagynacyon . 

By  God,  with  me  hyt  it  all  wronge, 

I have  a payre  of  fore  buttockes, 

* ythe,  thrive , The  thrive.  Again  below,  ithe.  So  Chaucer,  and 
Spenl'er,  pajjim . 
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All  in  irons  was  my  fonge, 

Even  now  I fatte  gyved  in  a payre  of  ftockes, 
FrezvylL 

Cockes  paffyon,  and  how  fo  ? 

Imagyvaeyon. 

Syr,  I wyll  tell  you  what  I have  do : 

I mette  with  a wenche,  and  fhe  was  fayre. 

And  of  love  hertely  I dyde  praye  her. 

And  fo  promyfed  her  monaye : 

Syr,  fhe  wynked  on  me,  and  fayd  nought. 

But  by  her  loke  I knewe  her  thought ; 

Than  in  to  loves  daunce  we  were  brought. 
That  we  played  the  pyrdewy : 

I vvote  not  what  we  dyde  togyder. 

But  a knave  catchpoll  nyghed  us  nerc. 

And  fo  dyde  us  afpye ; 

A ftrype  he  gave  me,  I flcdde  my  touche, 

And  frome  my  gyrdle  he  plucked  my  pouche: 
By  your  leve,  he  lefte  me  never  a peny : 

Loo,  nought  have  I but  a bukyll, 

Ane  yet  I can  imagen  thynges  fotyll. 

For  to  get  monaye  plenty ; 

In  Wejimynjier  hall  every  terme  I am, 

To  me  is  kynne  many  a gretejjentyll  man, 

I am  knowen  in  every  countre ; 

And  I were  deed,  the  lawyers  thryfte  were  loft: 
For  this  wyll  I do  yf  men  wolde  do  coft. 

Prove  ryght  wronge,  and  all  by  realbn. 

And  make  men  lefe  bothe  hous  and  londe, 

For  all  that  they  can  do  in  a lytell  feafon, 

Peche  men  of  treafon  prevyly  I can, 

And  whan  me  lyft  to  hange  a trewe  man. 

If  they  wyll  me  monaye  tell, 

Thcves  I can  helpe  out  of  pryfon, 

And  into  lordes  favours  I can  get  me  foone. 

And  be  of  thcyr  prevy  counfcylL 
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But,  Frewyll \ my  dere  broder, 

Sawe  you  not  of  Hyc  ke -/corner  ? 

He  promyfed  me  to  come  hyder. 

Frewyll. 

Why,  fyr,  knoweft  thou  hym  ? 

Imagynacyon. 

Ye,  ye,  man;  he  is  full  nye  of  my  kynnc. 

And  in  Nezvgate  we  dwelled  togyder ; 

For  he  and  I were  bothe  fhakeled  in  a fetter. 

Frezvyll. 

Syr,  laye  you  beneth  or  on  hye  on  the  feller  ? 
Imagynacyon . 

Nay,  ywys,  amonge  the  thyckeft  of  yemen  of  the  coller* 
Frezvyll. 

By  God,  than  ye  were  in  grete  fere. 

Imagynacyon. 

Syr,  had  I not  be,  cc.  had  be  thrall  in  an  halter. 
Frezvyll. 

And  what  lyfe  have  they  there  al  that  grete  forte  ? 
Imagynacyon. 

By  God,  fyr,  ones  a yere  fom  taw  halts  of  Burporte: 

Ye  at  tyburne  there  ftondeth  the  grete  frame, 

And  fome  take  a fall  that  maketh  theyr  neck  lame. 
FrewylL 

Yc,  but  can  they  than  go  no  more  ? 

Imagynacyon. 

O,  no,  man  ; the  wrell  is  twyde  fo  fore, 

For  as  foonc  as  they  have  fayd.  In  manus  tuasy  ones, 

By  God,  theyr  brethe  is  Hopped  at  ones. 

FrewylL 

Why,  do  they  praye  in  that  place  there  ? 

Imagynacyon . 

Ye,  fyr,  they  llonde  in  grete  fere, 

And  fo  fall  tangled  in  that  fnare, 

Hyt  falleth  to  theyr  lotte  to  have  the  fame  fhare. 

FrewylL 

That  is  a knavisflie  fyght  to  fe  them  totter  on  a beme. 

F 3 Imaginacyon . 
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Imagynacybn . 

Syr,  the  horefones  coude  not  convaye  + clene ; 

For  and  they  coude  have  caryed  by  crafte  as  I can. 

In  proceffe  of  yeres  eche  of  them  lholde  be  a gentyll  man. 
Yet  as  for  me  I was  never  thefe. 

If  my  handes  were  fmyten  of  I can  itele  with  my  tethe; 
For  ye  knowe  well,  there  is  crafte  in  daubynge  : 

1 can  loke  in  a mannes  face,  and  pycke  his  purfe. 

And  tell  new  tydynges  that  was  never  trewe  ywis. 

For  my  hood  is  all  lyned  with  lefynge. 

FrezvylL 

Ye,  but  wente  ye  never  to  tyburne  a pylgrymage  ? 
lmagynacyon . 

No,  ywys ; nor  none  of  my  lynages  : 

For  we  be  clerkcs  all,  and  can  our  necke  verfe, 

And  with  an  oyntment  the  judges  hand  I can  grece,  ' 
That  wyll  hele  fpres  that  be  uncurablc. 

Frewyll. 

Why,  were  ye  never  founde  reprovablc  ? 

lmagynacyon . 

Yes,  ones  I Hall  a hors  in  the  felde. 

And  lepte  on  hym  for  to  have  ryden  my  waye: 

At  the  lail  a bayly  me  mette  and  behelde,  . 

And  badde  me  ftonde ; than  was  I in  a fray : 

He  afked,  wheder  with  that  horfe  I wolde  gon  ; 

And  than  I tolde  hym,  hyt  was  myne  owne : 

He  fayd,  I hadde  flollen  hym ; and  I fayde,  nave : 

This  is,  fayd  he,  my  brothers  hacknaye. 

For  and  I had  not  fcufed  me  without  fayle. 

By  our  lady,  he  wolde  have  lad  me  ftrayte  to  jayle ; 

And  than  I tolde  hym,  the  hors  was  lyke  myne, 

A browne  bay,  a longe  mane,  and  dyde  halte  behyne, 

■f  convaye,  fieaL  So  Shakefpeare. 

Nym.  good  humour  is  to  Jieal  at  a minute's  reji. 

Pift.  Convey,  the  wife  it  call:  fical  ? fob\  a Jico  for  the phrafe, 

Mer.  Wives  of  Windfor. 

Thus 
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Thus  I tolde  hym,  that  fuch  an  other  hors  I dyde  lack ; 
And  yet  I never  fawe  hym,  nor  came  on  hys  backe  ; 

So  I delyvered  hym  the  hors  agayne. 

And  whan  he  was  gone,  than  was  I fayne : 

For  and  I had  not  feufed  me  the  better, 

I knowe  well,  I Iholde  have  daunfed  in  a fetter. 

FrezvylL 

And  fayd  he  no  more  to  the  but  fo  ? 

Imagynacyon . 

Yes,  he  pretended  me  moche  harme  to  do ; 

But  I tolde  hym,  that  mornynge  was  a grete  myfle. 
That  what  horfe  hyt  was  I ne  wyfte  : 

Alfo  I fayd,  that  in  my  heed  I had  the  megryne. 

That  made  me  dafell  fo  in  myne  eye n. 

That  I myght  not  well  fe. 

And  thus  he  departed  fhortely  frome  me. 

FrezvylL 

Ye,  but  where  is  Hycke-fcorner  now  ? 

bnagynacyon . 

Some  of  thefe  yonge  men  hathe  hydde  hym  in 
Theyr  bofomes,  I warrant  ye  : 

Let  us  make  a cr ye,  that  he  may  us  here. 

FrezvylL 

How  now,  Hycke-fcorner , appere ; 

I .trowe,  thou  be  hyde  in  fome  cornere. 

Hycke-fcorner . 

Ale  the  helme  ale  ver  fhot  of  vere  fayle  vera. 

FrezvylL 

Cockes  body,  herke,  he  is  a ftiyppe  on  the  fee. 
Hycke-fcorner . 

God  fpede,  God  fpede ; who  called  after  me  ? 
bnagynacyon. 

What,  brother,  welcome  by  this  precyous  body; 

I am  gladde  that  1 you  fe, 

Hyt  was  tolde  me,  that  ye  were  hanged ; 

But  out  of  what  countre  come  ye  ? 
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Hy  eke  -/corner* 

Syrs,  I have  ben  in  many  a countre  ; 

As  in  Fraunce , Irlonde , and  in  Spayne , 

Fortyngale,  Sevyll,  alfo  in  Almayne ; 

Frejlonde , F launders,  and  in  Burgoyne , 

Calabre , Foyle , and  Erragoyne , 

Brytayne,  Byjke , and  alfo  in  Gafcoyne , 

Naples , Grece,  and  in  myddes  of  Scotlonde, 

At  faynt  Vyncent , and  in  the  iVw*  founde  llonde, 

I have  ben  in  and  in  Cowe, 

Alfo  in  the  londe  of  Rumbelowe , 

Thre  myl  out  of  hell. 

At  Rhodes , Conjlantyne , and  in  Baby  londe. 

In  Cornezvale , and  in  Northumberlonde , 

Where  men  fethe  ruihes  in  gruell. 

Ye,  fyr,  in  Caldey,  Tart  are,  and 

And  in  the  londe  of  women  that  fewe  men  dothe  fynde* 
In  all  thefe  countres  have  I be. 

FrewylL 

Syr,  what  tydynges  here  ye  now  on  the  fee  ? 

Hyde -/corner. 

We  mette  of  fhyppes  a grete  nave. 

Full  of  people  that  wolde  in  to  Irlonde ; 

And  they  came  out  of  this  countre  : 

They  wyll  never  more  come  to  Englonde. 

Imagynacyon . 

Whens  were  the  fhyppes  of  them  ? knowefl  thou  none  ? 
Hycke/corner . 

Herken,  and  I wyll  ihewe  you  theyr  names  eche  one : 
Fyrft  was  the  Regent , with  the  Myghell  of  Brykylfe , 

The  George , with  the  Grabryell,  and  the  Anne  of  Foye, 
The  flarre  of  Salte-AJbe  with  the  Ihefus  of  Flumoih , 

Alfo  the  Her  my  t age,  with  the  Barbara  of  Dar  mouth. 

The  Ny colas , and  the  Mary  Belloufe  of  Bryftowe, 

With  the  Elyn  of  London  and  James  alfo  : 

Grete  was  the  people  that  was  in  them. 

All  true  relygyous  and  holy  women : 

There  was  trouthe  and  his  kynnefman. 
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With  pacyence,  mekenes,  and  humylyte, 

And  all  true  maydens  wyth  theyr  vyrgynyte, 

Ryall  prechers,  fadnes  and  charyte, 

Ryght  confcyence,  and  fayth,  with  devocyon. 

And  all  true  monkes  that  kepe  theyr  relyon. 

True  buyers  and  fellers,  and  almes  dedes  doers, 

Pyteous  people,  that  be  of  fynne  deffroyers, 

With  juft  abftynence  and  good  counfeyllers. 

Mourners  for  fynne,  with  lamentacyon. 

And  good  ryche  men  that  helpeth  folke  out  of  pryfon. 
True  wedlocke  was  there  alfo. 

With  yonge  men  that  ever  in  prayer  dyde  go, 

The  fhyppes  were  laden  with  fuch  unhappy  company* 
But  at  the  lafte  God  fhope  a remedy. 

For  they  all  in  the  fee  were  drounde. 

And  on  a quycke  fonde  they  ftreke  to  grounde ; 

The  fee  fwal owed  them  everychone, 

I wote  well,  alyve,  there  fcaped  none. 

Imagynacyon. 

Lo,  now  my  herte  is  gladde  and  mery ; 

For  joye  now  let  us  fynge  dery  dery . 

Hy  eke  -/corner. 

Felowes,  they  fhall  never  more  us  withftonde; 

For  I fe  them  all  drowned  in  the  rafe  of  blonde . 

Frezvyll, 

Ye,  but  yet  herke,  Hycke-fcorner , 

What  company  was  in  your  ihyppe  that  came  over? 
Hycke-fcorner. 

Syr,  I wyll  fayd  you  to  underftande, 

There  were  good  felawes  above  fyve  thoufande, 

And  all  they  ben  kynne  to  us  thre  : 

There  was  fallhode,  favell,  and.jolyte. 

Ye,  theves,  and  hores,  with  other  good  company, 

Lyers,  backbyters,  and  flaterers  the  whyle, 

Braulers,  lyers,  getters,  and  chyders, 

Walkers  by  nyght,  with  grete  murderers, 

Overthwarte  gyle,  and  joly  carders, 

Opprellers  of  people,  with  many  fwerers, 
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There  was  falfe  lawe  with  oryble  vengeaunce, 

Frowarde  obflynacyon  with  myfchevous  govcrnauncc. 
Wanton  wenches,  and  alfo  mychers, 

With  many  other  of  the  devylles  offycers ; 

And  haterede,  that  is  fo  myghty  and  flronge. 

Hath  made  a vowe  for  ever  to  dwell  in  Englonde . 
Imagynacyon . 

But  is  that  true,  that  thou  doite  fhewc  now  ? 

Hycke- J 'corner* 

Syr,  every  worde  as  I do  tell  you. 

FrewylL 

Of  whens  is  your  fhyppe  ? of  London? 

Hycke-Jcorner . 

Ye,  ywis  frome  thens  dyde  fhe  come ; 

And  fhe  is  named  The  Envy, 

I tell  you  a grete  veffell  and  a myghty  : 

The  owner  of  her  is  called  Til  Wyll , 

Brother  to  Jacke  Fuller  of  Shoters  bylL 
Imagynacyon. 

Syr,  what  offycc  in  the  fhyppe  bare  ye  ? 

Hycke -/corner. 

Mary,  I kepte  a fayre  fhoppe  of  baudrye, 

I had  three  wenches  that  were  full  praty,' 

Jane  true  and  thryftlefs,  and  wanton  Sybble , 

If  ye  ryde  her  a^journay  fhe  wyll  make  you  werjr. 

For  fhe  is  trufty  at  nede : 

If  ye  wyll  hyre  her  for  your  pleafure, 

I warraunt,  tere  her  fhall  ye  never. 

She  is  fo  fure  in  dede ; 

Ryde  and  you  wyll  ten  tymes  adaye, 

I warraunt  ycu,  fhe  wyll  never  faye  naye. 

My  lyfe  I dare  lay  to  wedde. 

Imagynacyon . 

Now  plucke  up  your  hertes,  and  make  good  chcre> 
Thefe  tydynges  lyketh  me  wonder  wele. 

Now  vertu  fhall  drawe  arere  arere : 

Hcrke,  felous,  a good  fporte  I can  you  tell, 

At  the  flues  we  wyll  lye  to  nyght, 

And  by  my  trouth,  yf  all  go  aryght,  I wyll 
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I wyll  begyle  Tome  praty  wenche. 

To  gette  me  monaye  at  a pynche. 

How  faye  you  ? lhall  we  go  thyder  ? 

Let  us  kepe  company  all  togyder. 

And  I wolde  that  we  had  Goddes  eurfe. 

If  we  fome  where  do  not  get  a purfe ; 

Every  man  bere  his  dagger  naked  in  his  honde. 

And  if  we  mete  a true  man  make  hym  ilonde. 

Or  elles  that  he  bere  a ftrype  ; 

If  that  he  ftruggle  ond  make  ony  werke. 

Lightly  ftryke  hym  to  the  herte. 

And  throwe  hym  into  temmes  quyte. 

Frezvyll. 

Naye,  thre  knaves  in  a leafe  is  good  at  nale : * 

But,  thou  lubber,  Imagynacyon, 

That  cuckolde  thy  fader  where  is  he  become  ? 

At  Newgate  dothe  he  ly  ftyll  at  gayle  ? 

Imagynacyon. 

Avaunt,  horfefone,  thou  fhalte  bere  me  a flrype ; 

Sayft  thou,  that  my  moder  was  a hore  ? 

FrewylL 

Naye,  fyr,  but  the  laft  nyght 
I fawe  fyr  Johne  and  fhe  tombled  on  the  flore. 

Imagynacyon. 

Now  by  kockes  herte,  thou  ihalte  lofe  an  arme. 
Hycke-fcorner. 

Naye,  fyr,  I charge  you  do  hym  no  harme. 

Imagynacyon. 

And  thou  make  to  moche  I wyll  breke  thy  heed  t». 
Hycke-fcorner. 

By  faynt  Mary , and  I wyft  that  I wolde  be  ago. 
Imagynacyon. 

Aware,  aware ; the  horefone  fhall  aby. 

His  preefl  wyll  I be  by  cockes  body. 

* at  nale,  at  the  alekouje . So  Chaucer  in  tht  Frere’s  Tale : 

And  they  •were  inly  glad  tu  Jill  his  purfe, 

And  mudin  him  grete  fejlii  at  the  Nde. 
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Hy  eke  -J 'corner. 

Kepe  peafe,  left  knaves  blode  be  fhedde. 

FrewylL 

By  God,  if  his  was  nought  myn  was  as  badde. 
Imagynacyon. 

By  kockes  herte  he  fhall  dye  on  this  dager. 

Hycke-Jcorner . 

By  our  Lady,  than  wyll  ye  be  ftraungled  in  a halter; 

bnagynacyon . 

The  horefone  fhall  ete  hym  as  fer  as  he  fhall  wade, 
Hy  eke -/corner. 

Befhrewe  your  herte,  and  put  up  your  blade, 

Shethe  your  why  tell,  or  by  hyz  that  was  never  borne, 

I wyll  rappe  you  on  the  coftarde  with  my  home ; 

What,  wyll  ye  playe  all  the  knave  ? 

Imagynacyon . 

By  kockes  herte,  and  thou  a buffet  fhalte  have, 
Frewyll. 

Lo,  fyrres,  here  is  a fayre  company,  God  us  fave ; 
For  yf  ony  of  us  thre  be  mayre  of  London , 

I wys,  ywis,  I wyll  ryde  to  Rome  on  my  thorn : 

Alas!  a,  fe ; isnot  this  a grete  feres? 

I wolde  they  were  in  a myll  pole  above  the  eres ; 

And  than  I durft  warraunt,  they  wolde  depute  anone« 
Hycke-fcorner. 

Helpe,  helpe,  for  the  paffyon  of  my  foule ; 

He  hath  made  a grete  hole  in  my  poule. 

That  all  my  wytte  is  fet  to  the  grounde  : 

Alas  ! a leche  for  to  helpe  my  wounde. 

bnagynacyon . 

Naye,  ywis,  horefone,  I wyll  bete  the  or  I go. 
Frewyll. 

Alas  l good  fyr,  what  have  I do  ? 

bnagynacyon . 

Ware,  make  rome,  he  fhall  have  a ftry^e  I trowe, 

Pyte . 

Peas,  peas,  fyrres,  I commaunde  you. 


Imagynacyon , 
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* Imagynacyon. 

Avaunt,  old  churle ; whens  comeft  thou  ? 

And  thou  make  to  moche,  I fliall  breke  thy  browe. 

And  fende  the  home  agayne. 

Pyte. 

* A,  good  fyr,  the  peas  I wolde  have  kepte  fayne  ; 

Myne  ofFyce  is  to  fe  no  man  flayne ; 

And,  where  they  do  amyfe,  to  gyve  them  good  counfeyl, 
Synne  to  forfake,  and  Goddes  lawe  them  tell. 

Imagynacyon . 

A,  fyr,  I wende  thou  haddeft  ben  drowned  and  gone  : 
But  I have  fpyed,  that  there  fcaped  one. 

Hy  eke -/corner. 

Imagynacyon , do  by  the  counfeyll  of  me. 

Be  a greed  with  Frewyll , and  lette  us  good  felowes  bei 
And  than,  as  for  this  chorle  Pyte> 

Shall  curfe  the  tyme  that  ever  he  came  to  londe. 
Imagynacyon . 

Brother  Frewyll , give  me  your  honde, 

And  all  myne  yll  wyll  I forgyve  the. 

Frewyll . 

Syr,  I thanke  you  hertely ; 

But  what  fhall  we  do  with  this  chorle  Pyte ? 

Imagynacyon . 

I wyll  go  to  hym,  and  pyke  a quarrell. 

And  make  hym  a thefe,  and  faye  he  dyde  ilele 
Of  myne  forty  pounde  in  a bagge. 

Frewyll . 

By  God,  that  tydynges  wyll  make  hym  fadde ; 

And  I wyll  go  fetche  a payre  of  gyves. 

For  in  good  faythe,  he  fliall  be  fette  fall  by  the  heles. 
Hycke-Jcorner . 

Have  ado  lyghtly,  and  be  gone. 

And  let  us  twayne  with  him  alone. 

FrezoylL 

Now,  farewell,  I befhrewe  you  everychone. 
Hycke-fcorner. 

Ho,  ho,  Frewyll  you  threwe,  and  no  mo. 


Imagynacyon* 
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Imaginary  on. 

Thou  lewde  felowe,  fay  ft  thou  that  thy  name  is  File  ? 
Who  fent  the  hvder  to  controull  me  ? 

Pyte, 

Good  fyr,  hyt  is  my  properte 
For  to  dyfpyfe  fynfull  lyvynge. 

And  unto  vertu  men  to  brynge. 

If  that  they  wyll  do  after  me. 

Imagynacyon. 

What,  fyr,  art  thou  fo  pure  holy  ? 

A,  fe,  this  caytyfe  wolde  be  prayfed  I trowe; 

And  you  thryve  this  yere  I wyll  lofe  a peny. 

Lo,  fyrres,  outwarde  he  bereth  a fayre  face  ; 

But  and  he  mette  with  a wenche  in  a prevy  place, 

I trowe,  he  wolde  ftiewe  her  but  lytell  grace : 

By  God,  ye  may  truft  me. 

Hyckefcorner . 

Loo,  wyll  ye  not  fe  this  caytyves  meanynge^ 

He  wolde  deftroye  us  all,  and  all  our  kynne. 

Yet  had  I lever  fe  hym  hanged  by  the  chynnc. 

Rather  than  that  fholde  be  broughte  aboute ; 

And  with  this  dager  thou  lhalte  have  a cloute, 

Withoute  thou  wylte  be  lyghtly  be  gone. 

Imagynacyon'. 

Naye,  brother,  laye  honde  on  hym  foone ; 

For  he  japed  my  wyfe,  and  made  me  cukoldc. 

And  yet  the  traytove  was  fo  bolde, 

*1  hat  he  ftale  forty  pounde  of  myne  in  monaye. 

Hycke-fco?  nor. 

By  faynt  Mary , than  he  fhall  not  feape ; • 

We  wyll  lede  hym  ftrayght  to  Newgate , 

For  ever  there  fhall  he  lye. 

Fretcyll. 

A,  fe,  a,  fe,  fyrres,  what  I have  brought, 

A medycyne  for  a pare  of  lore  (hynnes ; 

At  the  kynges  benche,  fyrres,  I have  you  fought. 

But  I praye  you,  who  (hall  were  thefe  ? 
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Hycke-f corner . 

By  God,  this  felowe  that  maye  not  go  hence, 

I wyll  go  gyve  hym  thefe  hole  rynges ; 

Now  yfaythe,  they  be  worth  forty  pence. 

But  to  his  hondes  I lacke  two  bondes. 

lmagynacyon* 

Holde,  horefone,  here  is  an  halter; 

Bynde  hym  fall,  and  make  hym  furc. 

Pyte. 

O men,  let  trouth  that  is  the  trewe  man 
Be  your  guyder,  or  elles  ye  be  forlorne; 

Laye  no  fals  wytnes,  as  nye  as  ye  can, 

On  none;  for  afterwarde  ye  wyll  repent  hyt  full  fore. 
FrewylL 

Naye,  naye ; I care  not  therfore. 

Hycke-fcorner . 

Ye,  whan  my  foule  hangeth  on  the  hedge  call  Hones, 
For  I tell  thee  playnly  by  kockes  bones. 

Thou  flialte  be  guyded,  and  layd  in  irons. 

They  fared  even  fo. 

Pyte . 

Awaye,  fyr,  what  have  I do  ? 

Imagynacyon . 

Well,  well,  that  thou  fhalte  knowe,  or  thou  go. 

Pyte. 

O fyrres,  I fe  hyt  can  not  be  amended, 

You  do  me  wrong,  for  I have  not  offended : 

Remembre  God  that  is  our  heven  kynge. 

For  he  wyll  rcwarde  you  after  your  defervygne; 

Whan  deth  with  his  mace  dooth  you  arceft. 

We  all  to  hym  owe  fewte  and  fervyce. 

Fro  the  ladder  of  lyfc  downe  he  wyll  the  threfle. 

Than  inaflerfhyp  may  not  helpe  nor  grete  offycc. 

FrewylL 

What,  deth  ^nd  he  were  here,  he  fholde  fyt  by  the ; 
Troweft  thou,  that  he  be  able  to  llry  ve  with  us  thre  ? 
Nay,  nay,  nay. 


Imagynacyon. 
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Well,  felawes,  now  let  us  go  our  waye ; 

For  a Sboters  hyll  we  have  a game  to  playe. 

Hycke-Jcorner. 

In  good  fayth,  I wyll  tary  no  lenger  fpace. 

N Frewyll . 

Bcfhrewe  hym  for  me  that  is  laft  out  of  this  place, 
Pyte. 

Lo,  Lordes,  they  may  curs  the  tyme  they  were  borne  ; 
For  the  wedes  that  over  groweth  the  corne, 

They  troubled  me  gyltelefs,  and  wote  not  why. 

For  Goddes  love  yet  wyll  I fuffre  pacyently : 

We  all  may  fay,  weleaway  for  fynne  that  is  now  adaye. 
Loo,  vertue  is  vanyfhed  for  ever  daye, 

Worfe  was  hyt  never. 

We  have  plente  of  grete  othes. 

And  clothe  ynoughe  in  our  clothes. 

But  charyte  many  men  lothes, 

Worfe  was  hyt  never, 

Alas,  now  is  lechery  called  love  indede, 

And  murder  named  tnanhode  in  every  nedc, 

Extorfyon  is  called  lawe,  fo  God  we  fpcde  5 
Worfe  was  hyt  never. 

Youth  walketh  by  nyght  with  fwerdes  and  knyves* 

And  ever  amonge  true  men  lefeth  theyr  lyves, 

Lyke  heretykes  we  occupy  other  mennes  wyves. 

Now  a dayes  in  Englonde : 

Baudes  be  the  dyitryers  of  many  yonge  women. 

And  full  lewde  counfeyll  they  gyve  unto  them; 

How  you  do  mary  beware,  you 'yonge  men. 

The  wyfe  never  taryeth  to  longe; 

There  be  many  grete  fcorners. 

But  for  fynne  there  be  fewe  mourners ; 

We  have  but  fewe  true  lovers 
In  no  place  now  a dayes ; 

There  be  many  goodly  gylte  knaves. 

And  I knowe,  as  many  apparaylled  wyves. 

Yet  many  of  them  be  unthryfty  of  theyr  lyves, 
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And  all  fet  in  pryde  to  go  gaye. 

Mayers  on  fynne  dooth  no  correccyon. 

With  gentyll  men  bereth  trouthe  adowne  ; 

Avoutry  is  fuffred  in  every  towne, 

Amendyment  is  there  none. 

And  Goddes  commaundementes  we  breke  them  all 
Devocyon  is  gone  many  dayes  fyn. 

Let  us  amende  us  we  trewe  cryften  men. 

Or  deth  make  you  grone. 

Courtyers  go  gaye,  and  take  lytell  wages, 

And  many  with  harlottes  at  the  taverne  hauntes, 

They  be  yemen  of  the  wrethe  that  be  fhakled  in  gyves ; 
On  themfelfe  they  have  no  pyte  : 

God  punyiheth  full  fore  with  grete  fekeneiTe, 

As  pockes,  peftylence,  purple,  and  axes. 

Some  dyeth  fodeynly  that  deth  full  peryllous, 

Yet  was  there  never  fo  grete  poverte. 

There  be  fome  fermones  made  by  noble  do&Oures ; 

But  truly  the  fende  dothe  ftoppe  mennes  eres. 

For  God  nor  good  man  fome  people  not  feres ; 

Worfe  was  hyt  never. 

All  trouth  is  not  belt  fayd, 

And  our  prechers  now  adayes  be  halfe  afrayde : 

Whan  we  do  amende  God  wolde  be  well  apayde ; 

Worfe  was  hyt  never. 

Contemplacyon . 

What,  mayller  Pyte , how  is  hyt  with  you  ? 
Perfeveraunce . 

Syr,  we  be  fory  to  fe.  you  in  this  cafe  now. 

Pyte. 

Brethrene,  here  were  thre  peryllous  men, 

Frezvyll,  Hycke-fcorner>  and  Imagynacyon ; 

They  fayd,  I was  a thefe,  and  layd  felony  upon  me, 

And  bounde  me  in  irons  as  ye  may  fe, 

Contemplacyon . 

Where  be  the  tray  tours  become  nowe  ? 

Vol,  I.  G Pyte , 
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Pyte. 

In  goode  faythc,  I can  not  lhewe  you, 

Perfeveraunce . 

Brother,  let  us  unbynde  hym  of  his  bondes. 

Contemplacyon . 

Unlofe  the  fete  and  the  hondes. 

Pyte . 

I thanke  you  for  your  grete  kyndnes. 

That  you  two  fhewe  in  this  dyftrefte ; 

For  they  were  men  without  ony  mercy. 

That  delyteth  all  in  myfehefe  and  tyranny, 

Perfeveraunce , 

I thynke,  they  wyll  come  hyder  agayne, 

Frewyll  and  Imagynacyon,  bothe  t wayne  : 

Them  wyll  I exhorte  to  vertuous  lyvynge. 

And  unto  vertu  them  to  brynge, 

By  the  helpe  of  you,  Contemplacyon . 

Contemplacyon . 

Do  my  counfeyll,  brother  Pyte  ; 

Go  you,  and  feke  them  throughe  the  countre. 

In  vyllage,  towne,  bourghe,  and  cyte, 

Throughe  out  all  the  realme  of  Englonde  : 

Whan  you  them  mete,  lyghtly  them  areft. 

And  in  pryfon  put  them  fafte, 

Bynde  them  fure  in  irons  ftronge ; 

For  they  be  fo  fafte  and  fotyle. 

That  they  wyll  you  begyle. 

And  do  true  men  wronge. 

Perfeveraunce . 

Brother  Pyte , do  as  he  hath  fayd. 

In  every  quarter  loke  you  afpye, 

And  let  good  watche  for  them  be  layde. 

In  all  the  haaft  that  thou  can,  and  that  pryvely; 

For  and  they  come  hyder,  they  Ihall  not  fcape. 

For  all  the  crafte  that  they  can  make. 

Pyte. 

Well,  than  wyll  I hye  me  as  faft  as  I mays. 

And  travayle  throughe  every  countre ; 

Good 
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Good  watche  fhall  be  layde  in  every  waye, 

That  they  ftele  not  into  fentwary. 

Now  fare  wele,  bretherne,  and  praye  for  me  ; 

For  I muft  go  hens  in  dede. 

P erf  ever /Jt/nce . 

Now  God  be  your  good  fpede. 

Contemplacyon. 

And  ever  you  defende,  whan  you  have  nede. 

Pyte. 

Now,  brethrene  bothe,  I thanke  you. 

FrezuylL 

Make  you  rome  for  a gentylman,  fyrs,  and  peafe  ; 
Duegarde,  feygnours,  tout  le  preaffe. 

And  of  your  jangelynge  yf  ye  wyll  feafe, 

I wyll  tell  you  where  I have  bene : 

Syrrcs,  I was  at  the  taverne,  and  dronke  wyne, 
Methought,  I fawe  a pece  that  was  lyke  myne, 

And,  fyr,  all  my  fyngers  were  arayed  with  lyme, 

So  I convayed  a cuppe  manerly : 

And  yet  ywys,  I played  all  the  foie. 

For  there  was  a fcoler  of  myne  owne  fcolej 
And,  fyr,  the  horefone  afpyed  me. 

Than  was  I retted,  and  brought  in  pryfon ; 

For  woo  than  I wytte  not  what  to  have  done. 

And  all  bycaufe  I lacked  monaye, 

But  a frende  in  courte  is  worthe  a peny  in  purs ; 

For  Imagynacycn , myne  owne  felowe,  I wys. 

He  dyde  helpe  me  out  full  craftely- 
Syrres,  he  walked  thrughe  Hdborne , 

Thre  houres  after  the  fonne  was  downe, 

And  walked  up  towarde  faynte  Gyles  in  the  felde ; 
He  hoved  ftyll,  and  there  behelde, 

But  there  he  coude  not  fpede  of  his  praye. 

And  ftraight  to  Ludgate  he  toke  the  waye; 

Ye  wote  well,  that  potycaryes  walke  very  late, 

He  came  to  a dore,  and  pryvely  fpake 
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To  a prentes  for  a peny  worth  of  uforbyum. 

And  alfo  for  a half  peny  worth  of  alom  plomme ; 

Thii  good  fervaunte  ferved  hym  ihortely, 

And  fayd,  is  there  ought  elles  that  you  wolde  bye  ? 
Than  he  aiked  for  a mouthfull  of  quycke  brymftone ; * 
And  downe  in  to  the  feller  whan  the  fervant  was  gone, 
Afyde  as  he  keft  his  eye, 

A grete  bagge  of  monaye  dyde  he  fpye, 

Therin  was  an  hondred  pounde : 

He  trufled  hym  to  his  fete,  and  yede  his  waye  rounde. 
He  was  lodged  at  Newgate  at  the  fwanne. 

And  every  man  toke  hym  for  a gentvll  man ; 

So  on  the  morowe  he  delyvercd  me 
Out  of  Newgate  by  this  polyce  : 

And  now  wyll  I daunce  an  make  ryall  chere. 

But  I wolde,  Imagynacyon  were  here. 

For  he  is  pereles  at  nede; 

Labour  to  hym,  fyrres,  yf  ye  wyl  your  maters  fpede. 
Now  wyll  I fynge,  and  luftely  fprynge ; 

But  whan  my  feters  on  my  leges  dyde  rynge, 

I was  not  gladde  perde  ; but  now — Hey>  trolly , lolly. 
Let  us  fe  who  can  defcaunt  on  this  fame ; 

To  laughe,  and  get  manaye,  hyt  were  a good  game. 
What,  whomc  have  we  here  ? 

A preeft,  a douttoure,  or  elfe  a frere. 

What,  mayfler  dottour  Dotypoll? 

Can  not  you  preche  well  in  a blacke  boll  ? 

Or  dyfpute  ony  dyvynyte  ? 

If  ye  be  cunnynge,  I wyll  put  hyt  in  a prefc  : 

Good  fyr,  why  do  men  ete  muftarde  with  befc  ? 

By  queftion  can  you  affoylc  me  ? 

Ferfever atinc e. 

Peas,  man,  thou  talked  lewdly. 

And  of  thy  ly  vynge,  I reed,  amende  the;. 

* fkick  friqtftwt,  gunpowder. 
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FrewylL 

Avaunt,  catyfe,  dooft  thou  thou  me  ! 

I am  come  of  good  kynne,  I tell  the : 

My  moder  was  a lady  of  the  ftewes  blode  borne. 

And  knyght  of  the  halter  my  fader  ware  an  home  ; 
Therfore  I take  hyt  in  full  grete  fcorn'e. 

That  thou  Iholdeft  thus  cheke  me. 

Contemplacyon. 

Abyde,  felowe,  thou  call  lytell  curtefye. 

Thou  fhalte  be  charmed  or  thou  hens  pafe. 

For  thou  troubled  Pyte , and  layd  on  hym  felony : 

Where  is  lmagynacyon , thy  felawe  that  was  ? 

FrewylL 

I defy  you  bothe ; wyll  you  areft  me  ? 

Perfeveraunce . 

Naye,  naye;  thy  grete  wordes  maye  not  helpe  the, 
Fro  us  thou  lhalte  not  efcape. 

FrewylL 

Make  rome,  fyrres,  that  I maye  breke  his  pate ; 

I wyll  not  be  taken  for  them  bothe. 

Contemplacyon • 

Thou  lhalt  abyde,  whether  thou  be  leve  or  lothe; 
Therfore,  good  fone,  lyften  unto  me. 

And  marke  thefe  wordes  that  I do  tell  thee  : 

Thou  haft  folowed  thyne  one  wyll  many  a dayef 
And  lyved  in  fynne  without  amendement  ; 

Therfore  in  thy  conceyte  aftaye 

To  axe  God  mercy,  and  kepe  his  commaundement, 

Than  on  the  he  wyll  have  pyte, 

And  bryngc  the  to  heven  that  joyful  cyte. 

FrewylL 

What,  horefone  ? Wyll  ye  have  me  now  a foie  ? 
Naye,  yet  had  I lever  be  captayne  of  Calays ; 

For  and  I fholde  do  after  your  fcole 
To  learne  to  pater  to  make  me  pevyfle, 

Yet  had  I lever  loke  with  a face  full  thevysfhe: 

And  therfore,  prate  no  lenger  here, 

Leeft  my  knaves  fyfte  hytte  you  under  the  ycre. 
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What,  ye  dawes,  wolde  ye  reed  me. 

For  to  lefefe  my  pleafure  in  youth  and  jolyte. 

To  bafie  and  kylTe  my  fwete  trully  mully, 

As  Jane*  Cate , Bejfey  and  SybbleP 
I wolde  that  hell  were  full  of  fuche  prymmes. 

Than  wolde  I renne  thyder  on  my  pynnes 
As  fall  as  I myght  go. 

Perfever  aiinc  e. 

Why,  fyr,  whylte  thou  not  love  vertu. 

And  forfake  thy  fynne  for  the  love  of  God  Almighty  ? 
Frezvyll. 

What  God  Almighty  by  Goddes  fall  at  Salyjbury , 

And  I trowe  Eefter  day  fell  on  Whytfonday  that  yere. 
There  were  v.  fcore  fave  an  hondred  in  my  company. 
And  at  pety  Judas  we  made  ryall  chere. 

There  had  we  good  ale  of  Mygbelmas  bruyng ; 

There  heven  hye  lepyng,  and  fpryngynge. 

And  thus  dyde  I 

Lepe  out  of  Burdeaus  unto  Caunterburyy 
Almoft  ten  myle  bytwene. 

Contem^lacyon . 

Frezvyll \ forfake  all  this  worlde  wylfully  here, 

And  chaunge  by  tyme,  thou  oughteft  to  flonde  in  fere  $ 
For  fortune  wyll  tourne  her  whele  to  fwyfte. 

That  clene  fro  thy  welthe  fhe  wyll  the  lyfte. 

Frezvyll. 

What,  lift  me,  who  ? and  Imagynacyon  were  here  now, 
I wys  with  his  fyft  he  wolde  all  to  cloute  you : 

Hens,  horefone,  tary  no  lenger  here  $ 

For  by  faynt  Pyntell  the  apoftell  I fwere. 

That  I wyll  dryve  you  bothe  home. 

And  yet  I was  never  wonte  to  fyght  alone : 

Alas,  that  I had  not  one  to  bolde  me, 

Than  you  fholde  fe  me  playe  the  man  lhamfully ; 

Alas,  hyt  wolde  do  me  good  to  fyght; 

How  faye  you,  lord.es,  lhall  I fmyte  ? 

Have  amonge  you,  by  this  lyght : 

Hens  horefones,  and  home  at  ones, 
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Or  with  my  wepen  I fhall  breke  your  bones. 

Avaunt,  you  knave,  walke  by  my  counfeyll. 

Ferfeveraunce • 

Sone,  remembre  the  grete  paynes  of  hell, 

They  are  fo  horryble  that  no  tongue  can  tell ; 

Beware,  left  thou  thvder  do  go. 

**  Frewyll. 

Naye,  by  faynt  Mary , I hope  not  fo ; 

I wyll  not  go  to  the  devyll,  whyle  I have  my  ly berte, 

He  fhall  take  the  laboure  to  fet  me,  and  he  wyll  have  me; 
For  he  that  wyll  go  to  hell  by  his  wyll  voluntarily. 

The  devyll  and  the  worlewynde  go  wyth  hym; 

I wyll  you  never  fro  thens  tydyngs  brynge; 

Go  you  before,  and  fhewe  me  the  waye. 

And  as  to  folowe  you  I wyll  not  faye  naye : 

For  by  Goddes  body,  and  you  be  in  ones,  / 

By  the  maffe,  I wyll  fhytte  the  dore  at  ones. 

And  than  ye  be  take  in  a pytfall. 

Contemplacyon. 

Now,  Ibejusy  foone  defende  us  frome  that  hole. 

For,  Qui  eft  in  inferno  nulla  eft  redemptio : 

Holy  fob  fpake  thefe  wordes  full  longe  ago. 

Frewyll. 

Nay,  I have  done,  and  you  lade  out  Latyn  with  fcope; 
But  therwith  can  you  cloute  me  a payre  of  botes  ? 

By  our  lady,  ye  fholde  have  fome  werke  of  me, 

I wolde  have  them  well  underlayd  and  eafely. 

For  I ufe  alwaye  to  goe  one  the  one  fyde ; 

And  trowe  ye  how  ? by  God  in  the  ltockes  I fate  tyd, 

I trowe  a thre  wekes  and  more  a lytell  ftounde. 

And  there  I laboured  fore  daye  by  daye, 

And  fo  I'tred  my  fhone  inwarde  in  goode  faye ; 

Lo,  therfore  methynke  you  mull  foule  them  rounde. 

If  you  have  ony  nevve  botes,  a payre  I wolde  by. 

But  I thynke  your  pryce  be  to  hye. 

Syr,  ones  at  Newgate  I bought  a payre  of  fterrup, 

A myghty  payre  and  a llronge, 

A hole  yere  I ware  them  fo  longe. 
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But  they  came  not  fully  to  my  knee, 

And  to  cloute  them  hyt  coft  not  me  a peny : 

Even  now  and  ye  go  thyder,  ye  fhall  fynde  a grete  hepe. 
And  you  fpeke  in  my  name  ye  fhall  have  good  chepe. 
Ptrfeveraunce . 

Syr,  we  caine  never  there,  ne  never  fhall  do. 

FrewylL 

Mary,  I was  taken  in  a trap  there,  and  tyde  by  the  to. 
That  I halted  a grete  whyle,  and  myght  not  go. 

I wolde  ye  bothe  fate  as  fall  there ; 

Than  fholde  ye  daunce  as  a bere. 

And  all  by  gangelynge  of  your  chaynes. 

Contemplacyon . 

Why,  fyr,  were  ye  there  ? 

FrewylL 

Ye,  and  that  is  fene  by  my  braynes ; 

For,  or  1 came  there  I was  as  wyfe  as  a woodcock. 

And,  I thanke  God,  as  wytte  as  a haddocke. 

Yet  I truft  to  recover  as  other  dofe, 

For  and  I had  ones  as  moche  wytte  as  a gofe, 

I fholde  be  marchaunt  of  the  banke ; 

Of  golde  than  I fholde  have  many  a franke, 

For  yf  I myght  make  iii  good  vyages  to  Sboters  by l. 

And  have  wynde  and  weder  at  my  wyll, 

Than  wolde  I never  trayell  the  fee  more : 

But  hyt  is  harde  to  kepe  the  fhyppe  fro  the  fhore, 

And  yf  hyt  happe  to  ryfe  a florme. 

Than  throwen  in  a rafe,  and  fo  aboute  borne 
On  rockes  or  brachis  for  to  ronne, 

Elies  to  ftryke  a grounde  at  tyborne, 

That  were  a myfchevous  cafe, 

For  that  rocke  of  tyborne  is  fo  peryllous  a place, 

Yonge  galauntes  dare  not  venture  into  Kente ; 

But  whan  theyr  monaye  is  gone  and  fpente, 

With  theyr  longe  botes  they  rowe  on  the  baye, 

And  ony  man  of  warre  lye  by  the  waye, 

They  muft  take  a bote,  and  throwe  the  helme  ale ; 

And  full  harde  hyt  is  to  fcape  that  grete  jeopardye, 
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For  at  faynt  Thomas  of  Watrynge  and  they  ftryke  a fayle. 
Than  muft  they  ryde  in  the  haven  of  hepe  without  fayle ; 
And  were  not  thefe  two  jeopordous  places  in  dede, 

Ther  is  many  a marchaunt  that  thyder  wolde  fpede  z 
But  yet  we  have  a fure  canell  at  Weflmynjler , 

A thoufande  fhypes  of  theves  therin  may  ryde  fure ; 

For  yf  they  may  have  ankerholde,  and  grete  fpendynge. 
They  may  lyve  as  mery  as  ony  kynge. 

Perfeverausice. 

Good  woote,  fyr,  there  is  a pyteous  lyvynge. 

Than  ye  drede  not  the  grete  mayfter  above : 

Sone,  forfake  thy  myffe  for  his  love. 

And  than  mayft  thou  come  to  the  bliiTe  alfo. 

Frewyll. 

Why,  what  wolde  you  that  I lholde  do  ? 

Contemplacyon. 

For  to  go  towarde  heven. 

Frewyll . 

Mary,  and  you  wyll  me  thyder  brynge, 

I wolde  do  after  you. 

P erf  ever aunce. 

I praye  you,  remembre  my  wordes  now : 

Frewyll , bethynke  the  that  thou  ihalte  dye. 

And  of  the  houre  thou  are  uncertayne. 

Yet  by  thy  lyfe  thou  mayft  fynde  a remedy; 

For  and  thou  dye  in  fynne,  all  laboure  is  in  vayne, 
Than  fhall  thy  foule  be  ftyll  in  payne. 

Lolte  and  dampned  for  evermore  ; 

Helpe  is  paft  thoughe  thou  wolde  fayne, 

Than  thou  wylte  curfe  the  tyme  that  thou  were  bore. 
Frewyll . 

Syr,  yf  ye  wyll  undertake  that  I faved  lhall  be, 

I wyU  do  all  the  pcnaunce  that  you  wyll  fette  me. 
Contemplacyon . 

If  that  thou  for  thy  fynnes  be  Tory, 

O.ur  lorde  wyll  forgyve  the  them. 


Frewyll 


HYCKE-SCORNER. 


106 

Frezvyll. 

N«ow  of  all  my  fynnes  I axe  God  mercy ; 

Here  I forlake  fynne,  and  truft  to  amende: 

I befeche  lhefu  that  is  mooft  myghty 
To  forgyve  all  that  I have  ofFende. 

Per/ever  aunce. 

Our  lorde  now  wyll  fhewe  the  his  mercy, 

A nswe  name  thou  nede  none  have  ; 

For  all  that  wyll  to  heven  hye, 

By  his  owne  frewyll  he  mult  forfake  folye-. 

Than  is  he  fure  and  fave. 

Contemplacyon. 

Holde  here  a newe  garment, 

And  here  after  lyve  -devoutly. 

And  for  thy  fynnes  do  ever  repente, 

Sorowe  for  thy  fynnes  is  very  remedy : # 

And*  Frezvyll,  ever  to  vertue  applye, 

Alfo  to  fadnes  gyve  ye  attendaunce, 

Let  liym  never  out  of  remembraunce. 

FrewylL 

I wyll  never  frome  you,  fyr  Perfever  aunce ; 

With  you  wyll  I abyde  bothe  daye  and  nyght, 

Of  mynde  never  to  be  varyable-, 

And  Goddes  commaundementes  to  kepe  them  ryght. 
In  deed  and  worde,  and  ever  full  liable. 

Perfever  aunce. 

Than  heven  thou  fhalte  have  without  fable. 

But  loke  that  thou  be  iledfaiie,  - 
And  let  thy  mynde  with  good  wyll  lafte. 

Imagynacyon. 

HuiFe,  huffe,  huffe  ! who  fent  after  me? 

I am  Imagynacyon , full  of  jolyte. 

Lorde,  that  my  herte  is  lyght. 

Whan  fhail  I peryslhe  ? I trowe  never; 

By  Cryji  I recke  not^a  feder: 

Lven  now  I was  dubbed  a knyght. 

Where  at  tyburne  of  the  coiler. 

And  of  the  Itewes  I am  made  controller. 


Of 
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Of  all  the  houfes  of  lechery  ; 

There  fhall  no  man  playe  doccy  there. 

At  the  bell,  hertes  home,  ne  elles  where. 

Without  they  have  leve  of  me. 

But,  fyrres,  wote  ye  why  I am  come  hyder  ? 

By  our  lady  togyder  good  company  togyder : 

Saue  ye  not  of  my  felawe  Frewyll ? 

I am  aferde  left  he  be  ferchynge  on  a hvll ; 

By  God,  than  one  of  us  is  begyled. 

What  felawe  is  this  that  in  this  cote  is  fyled  ? 

Kockes  deth,  whome  have  we  here  ? 

What,  Frewyll,  myn  owne  fere  ? 

Arte  thou  out  of  thy  mynde  ? 

Frewyll, 

God  graunte  the  way  to  heven  that  I maye  fynde  $ 
For  I forfake  thy  company. 

Imagynacyon. 

Goddes  armes,  my  company  ? and  why  ? 

Frewyll, 

For  thou  lyveft  to  fynfully. 

Imagynacyon , 

Alas,  tell  me  how  hyt  is  with  the. 

Frewyll, 

Forfake  thy  fynne  for  the  love  of  me. 

Imagynacyon, 

Kockes  herte,  arte  thou  waxed  made? 

Frewyll. 

Whan  I thynke  on  my  fynne,  it  makes  me  ful  fade. 
Imagynacyon . 

Goddes  woundes,  who  gave  the  that  counfel  ? 

Frewyll. 

Perfeveraunce  and  Contemplacyon,  I thee  tell. 

Imagynacyon . 

A vengeaunce  on  them,  I wolde  they  were  in  hell. 
Frewyll. 

Amende,  Imagynacyon , and  mercy  crye. 


Imagynacyon . 
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Imagynacyon. 

By  Goddes  fydes,  I had  lever  be  hanged  on  hye  ; 
Naye,  that  wolde  I not  do,  I had  lever  dye. 

By  Goddes  paffyon,  and  I hadde  a longe  knyfe, 

I wolde  bereye  thefe  two  horefones  of  theyr  lyfc : 

How,  how  $ twenty  pounds  for  a dagger. 

Contemplacyon . 

Peas,  peas,  good  fone,  and  fpeke  fofter, 

And  amende,  or  deth  drawe  his  draught; 

For  on  the  he  wyll  ftele  full  fofte. 

He  gyveth  never  no  man  warnynge. 

And  ever  to  the  he  is  comvnge  : 

Therfore  remembre  the  well. 

Imagynacyon. 

A,  Jiorefone,  yf  I were  jayler  of  hell, 

I wys,  fome  forowe  fholde  thou  fele ; 

For  to  the  devyll  I wolde  the  fell, 

Than  fholde  ye  have  many  a fory  mele, 

I wyll  never  gyve  you  mete  ne  drynke. 

Ye  fholde  fall,  horefones,  tyll  ye  dyde  ftyncke. 

Even  as  a roten  dogge  ; ye,  by  faynt  tyburne  of  Kent . 
Perfeveraunce. 

Imagynacyon , thynke  what  God  dyd  for  the  ; 

On  good  fridaye  he  hanged  on  a tre. 

And  fpent  all  his  precyous  blode, 

A fpere  dyde  ryve  his  herte  a fonder. 

The  gates  he  brake  up  with  a clappe  of  thunder. 

And  Adam  and  Eve  there  delyvered  he. 

hnagynacyon . 

What,  devyll,  what  is  that  to  me  ? 

By  Goddes  fail,  I was  ten  yere  in  Newgate , 

And  many  more  felawes  w7ith  me  fate. 

Yet  he  never  came  there  to  helpe  me,  ne  my  company. 

Contemplacyon . 

Yes,  he  holpe  the,  or  thou  haddeft  not  ben  here  now. 

Imagynacyon, 

By  the  maffe,  I can  not  fhewe  you, 

For  he  and  I never  dranke  togyder. 


Yet 
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Yet  I knowe  many  an  ale  flake ; * 

Neyther  at  the  flues,  I wyfte,  he  never  came  thyder ; 
Gooth  he  arrayed  in  whyte  or  in  blacke  ? 

For  and  he  out  of  pryfon  had  holpe  me, 

I knowe  well  ones  I fholde  hym  fe  : 

What  gowne  wereth  he,  I praye  you  ? 

P erf everau?ice . 

Syr,  he  halpe  you  out  by  his  myght. 

Imagynacyon . 

I can  not  tell  you,,  by  this  lyght ; 

But  me  thought  that  I laye  there  to  longe. 

And  the  horefone  fetters  were  fo  ftronge. 

That  hadde  almoft  brought  my  necke  out  of  joynt. 
Perfeveraunce . 

Amende,  fone,  and  thou  fhalt  know  hym 
That  delyverd  the  out  of  pryfon  ; 

And  yf  thou  wylte  forfake  thy  my lfe, 

Surely  thou  fhalt  come  to  the  blyffe, 

And  be  inheritour  of  heven. 

Imagynacyon . 

What,  fyr,  above  the  mone  ? 

Naye,  by  the  mafie,  than  fholde  I fall  foone  ; 

Yet  I kepe  not  to  clymme  fo  hye ; 

But  to  clymme  for  a byrdes  nefte, 

There  is  none  bytwene  eefl  and  wefle. 

That  dare  therto  ventre  better  than  I : 

But  to  ventre  to  heven,  what  and  my  fete  flyppe  ? 

I knowe  well,  than  I fholde  breke  my  necke, 

And  by  God  than  hadde  I the  worfe  fyde  ; 

Yet  had  I lever  be  by  the  nofe  tyde, 

In  a wenches  ars  fomewhere, 

Rather  than  I wolde  ftande  in  that  grete  fere. 

For  to  go  up  to  heven:  naye,  I praye  you,  lette  be. 

• Ale-flake,  a way  file , a Jtgn  before  an  afe-hcvfe,  Chaucer  in  T&* 
Defiour  of  Pbyfke's  Tale , calls  it  ale-houie  flake : 

But  firfi,  quoth  bet  here  at  this  ale-houfe  flake, 

I well  botht  drinke , and  s tin  of  a cake,  Urry’s  Edit.  P.  13  T. 

hnagynacytn* 
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FrewylL 

Imagynacyon^  wylte  thou  do  by  the  counfeyll  of  me  ? 
Imagynacyon. 

Ye,  fyr,  by  my  trouthe,  what  fomever  it  be. 

FrewylL 

Amende  yet  for  my  fake, 

Hyt  is  better  be  tyme  than  to  late ; 

How  faye  you  ? wyll  you  Goddes  holies  fulfyll  ? 

Imagynacyon . 

I wyll  do,  fyr,  even  as  you  wyll ; 

But,  I praye  you,  let  me  have  a newe  cote. 

Whan  I have  nede,  and  in  my  purle  a grotc. 

Than  wyll  I dwell  with  you  ftyll. 

FrewylL 

Beware  ; for  whan  thou  arte  buryed  in  the  grounde, 
Fewe  frendes  for  the  wyll  be  founde, 

Remembre  this  ftyll. 

Imagynacyon . 

No  thynge  drede  I fo  fore  as  deth, 

Therfore  to  amende  I thynke  hyt  be  tyme ; 

Synne  have  I ufed  all  the  dayes  of  my  breth. 

With  plefure,  lechery,  and  mysufynge. 

And  fpent  amys  my  v.  wyttes ; therfore  I am  fory : 

Here  of  all  my  fynnes  I axe  God  mercy. 

Perjeveraunce . 

Holde,  here  is  a better  clothynge  for  the. 

And  loke  that  thou  forfake  thy  foly ; 

Be  Redraft,  loke  that  thou  fall  never. 

Imagynacyon . 

Now  here  I forfake  my  fynne  for  ever. 

FrewylL 

Syr,  wayte  thou  now  on  Perfeveraunce , 

For  thy  name  fhall  be  called  Good  Remembraunce ; 

And  I wyH  dwell  with  Conte?nplacyon , 

And  folowe  hym  where  ever  he  become. 

Conte??iplacyon • 

Well,  are  ye  fo  bothe  agrede  ? 

Imagynacyon 
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lmagynacyort . 

Ye,  fyr,  fo  God  me  fpede. 

Perfeveraunce. 

Syr,  ye  fhall  wete  on  me  foone. 

And  be  Goddes  fervaunt  daye  and  nyght. 

And  in  every  place  where  ye  become, 

Gyve  good  counfeyle  to  every  wyght : 

And  men  axe  your  name,  tell  you  — Remem'brauna, 
That  Goddes  lawe  kepeth  truly  every  daye ; 

And  loke,  that  ye  forget  not  repentaunce, 

Than  to  heven  ye  fhall  go  the  nexte  waye. 

Where  ye  fhall  fe  in  the  hevenly  quere 
The  bleffyd  company  of  fayntes  fo  holy, 

That  lyved  devoutly  whyle  they  were  here  : 

Unto  the  whiche  blyffe,  I befeche  God  Almyghty 
To  brynge  there  your  foules,  that  here  be  prefent. 
And  unto  vertuous  lyvynge  that  ye  maye  applye. 
Truly  for  to  kepe  his  commaundemente ; 

Of  all  our  myrthes  here  we  make  an  ende, 

Unto  the  blyffe  of  heven  Jhefu  your  foules  brynge. 


AMEN, 

Emprynted 
by  me  Wynken  di 
Worde • 
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tusf  Y JUVENTUS. 

*The  editor  has  been  favoured  with  two  copies  of  this  moral 
Interlude  ; one  of  which  is  preferved  in  the  library  belonging 
to  Lincoln  cathedral \ the  other  is  in  the  pojfejfon  of  Mr. 
Garrick  : it  was  written  in  the  reign  of  Edward  the  fxth , by 
one  R.  Wever,  of  whom  the  editor  can  give  the  reader  no 
further  information . The  former  was  printed  at  London  by 
Abraham  Vele ; the  latter  is  a very  different  copy  from  the 
other : a more  obfolete  fpelling  runs  through  the  whole , and  it 
contains  great  variations  befides , which  the  reader  will find  at 
the  bottom  of  each  page ; the  conclufion  being  imperfett,  the 
printer's  Colophon  is  wanting , fo  that  it  cannot  be  known 
where  this  edition  was  printed.  According  to  Dr . Percy’s 
tables  it  was  printed  by  Richard  Pinfon.' 

The  defign  of  this  Interlude  was  to  expofe  the  fuperfiitions 
of  the  Romifti  churchy  and  to  promote  the  reformation . The 
ftage  ( as  the  learned  Dr.  Percy  obfierves ) in  thofe  days  lite - 
i rally  was9  what  wife  men  have  always  wijhed  ity  — a fupple- 
ment  to  the  pulpit : chapter  and  verfe  are  as  formally  quoted 
| as  in  a fiermon . See  Prologue  of  the  MelTenger,  iff c.  From 
[ this  play  we  learn  that  moft  of  the  young  people  were  new 
Gofpellers,  or  friends  to  the  reformation ; and  that  the  dd 
were  tenacious  of  the  do  Brines  imbibed  in  their  youth : fer  thus 
the  Devil  is  introduced  lamenting  the  downfal  of  fiuperfiition9 

H 2 The 


The  aide  people  would  beleve  fill  in  tny  lawes , 

But  the  yonger  fort  leade  them  a contrary  way  ; 

They  wyll  not  beleve , they  playnly  fay , 

In  old  traditions  and  made  by  meny 

But  they  wyll  lyve  as  the  feripture  teacheth  them , ts' cT 

And  in  another  place  Hypocrify  urges  f 

The  world  was  never  mery9 
Since  children  were  fo  bolde  : 

Now  every  boy  wyl  be  a teacher , 

' The  father  a f cole  y and  the  chyld  a preacher % 
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EYVELY  DESCRIBING  THE  FRAILTIE  OF 

YOUTH:  OF  NATURE  PRONE  TO  YYCE  i 

BY  GRACE  AND  GOOD  COUNCELL 


TRAYNABLE  TO  VERTUE 


The  Personages  that  Speake. 

MESSENGER. 

Lusty  Juventus. 

Good  Councell* 

Knowledge. 

Sathan  t h 5 Devyl. 
Hypocrisie. 

Felowshyp. 

Abhominable  Living. 

Gods  Mercyfull  Promyses. 

. ‘ # * f 

Foure  may  play  it  eafely,  takyng  fuch  partes  as 

they  thinke  beft  : fo  that  any  one  tak  of  thofe  partes 
that  be  not  in  place  at  once. 


The  Prologue  of  the  Messenger. 


FOR  as  much  as  man  is  naturally  prone 

To  evil  from  hys  youth,  as  fcripture  doth  recite, f 
It  is  neceffary,  that  he  be  fpedyly  withdrawen 
From  concupifcence  of  fin,  hys  naturall  appetite: 

An  i ordre  to  bringe  up  youth  Ecclejiafticus  doth  write,— 
An  untamed  horfe  wyll  be  harde,  fayth  he. 

And  a wanton  chylde  wylful  wyll  be. 

Give  him  no  libertie  in  youth,  nor  hys  folly  excufe. 
Bow  downe  his  necke,  and  kepe  him  in  good  awe, 

Leaile  he  be  ftubburne:  no  laboure  refufe 

To  trayne  hy.m  to  wifedome  and  teache  him  Gods  law. 

For  youth  is  frayle  and  eafy  to  drawe. 

By  grace  to  goodnefs.;  by  nature  to  yll: 

That  nature  hath  ingrafted,  is  harde  to  kyll. 

Nevertheles,  in  youth  men  may  be  beft 
Trayned  to  vertue  by  godly  mean ; 

Vice  may  be  fo  mortified  and  fo  fuppreft. 

That  it  fhall  not  breake  furfh,  yet  the  roote  wil  remayn ; 
As  in  this  enterlude  by  youth  you  fhal  fe  playne. 

From  his  lull  by  Good  Counfell  brought  to  godly  con- 
verfation, 

.And  fhortly  after  to  frayle  natures  inclination. 

The  enemy  of  mankynd  Sathan  through  Hipocrify 
Fayned  or  chofen  hplinefs  of  mans  blind  entent, 

Forfakyng  * Gods  word,  that  leadeth  right  way, 

Is  brought  to  Felowjbyp  and  ungracyous  company* 

1 And  G.  2 Forfakyn  G. 

•f-  Gen.  viil.  Jer . xvii,  Eccle,  xxx, 


To 


To  Abhominable  Living  till  he  be  wholly  bent. 

And  fo  to  defperation  if  good  counfell  were  not  fenfc 
From  God,  that  in  trouble  doth  no  man  forfake 
That  doth  call,  and  trull  in  hym  for  Cbrijles  fake. 

Finally,  youth  by  Goddes  fpecial  grace 
Doth  earnellly  repent  his  abhominable  livinge 
By  the  dodlrine  of  good  counfell,  and  to  his  folace 
Gods  mercy  entreth  to  him  recitinge 
Gods  mercifull  promifes,  as  they  be  in  writinge : 

He  beleveth  and  foloweth,  to  his  great  confolacyon. 1 
All  thefe  partes  ye  ihal  fe  briefly  played  in  their  falhion. 


i conjolaion  L. 


LUSTY  JUVENTUS. 


Here  entreth  Lufty  Juventus  or  Youth  fnging  aK 
follow  eth. 

*1  N a hcrber  grene  aflepe  i where  as  I lay, 

■ The  byrdes  fange  fwefce  in  the  middes  of  the  daye* * 
I dreamed  fall  of  myrth  and  play  : 

In  youth  is  pleafure,  in  youth  is  pleafure. 

Methought  I walked  fill  to  and  fro. 

And  from  her  company  I could  not  go ; 

But  when  I waked  it  was  not  fo : 

In  youth  is  pleafure,  in  youth  is  pleafure. 

Therforc  my  hart  is  furely  pyght  2. 

Of  her  alone  to  have  a fight, 

Which  is  my  joy  and  hartes  delyght : 

In  youth  is  pleafure,  in  youth  is  pleafurCi 

Finis. 


Lufty  Juventus,  or  Youth,  he  fpCiiketb . 

What,  how  ? Are  they  not  here  ? 

I am  difappointed  by  the  bleiTed  mafic ; 


i afofe  G . 


2 fur  el  y fight  G, 


I had 
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-I -had  thought  to  have  found  them  making  good  chere : 
But  now  they  are  gone  to  fome  fecret  place. 

Wei,  feing  they  are  gone,  I do  not  greatly  pafle ; 
Another  time  I wil  hold  them  as  much, 

Seing  they  breake  i promife,  and  kepe  not  the  tweche. 

What  dial  I do  now  to  paife  away  the  day  ? 

Is  there  any  man  here  that  wil  go  to  game  ? 

At  whatfoever  he  * wyl  play, 

To  make  one  I am  redy  to  the  fame  : 

Youth  full  of  pleafure  is  my  proper  name. 

To  be  alone  is  not  my  appetie,  3 

For  of  all  thinges  in  the  world  I love  mery  company. 

Who  knoweth  where  is  ere  a mynilrell  ? 

By  the  made,  I would  fayne  go  daunce  a dfcte.  $ 

My  companions  4 are  at  it^I  know  right  well; 

They  do  not  all  this  whyle  in  a corner  fyt: 

Agaynd  another  tim?  they  have  taught  me  5 wytte : , 

I befhrew  theyr  hartes  for  fervyng  me  thys. 

I wyll  go  feke  them,  whether  I hyt  on  myde. 

Here  entreth  Good  Councel,  to  zv'hdm  Youth  yet 
Jpeaketb. 

Well  I met,  father,  well  I met; 
l)yd  you  heare  anye  mynftrels  playe, 

As  you  came  hetherward  upon  your  way  ? 

And  if  you  dyd,  I praye  you  wyihe  6 me  thyther. 

For  I am  going  to  feke  them,  and,  in  fayth,  I know  not 
whether. 

i brake  G.  2 G,  3 appetyte  L. 

4 eompaeiotu  G.  5 my  G.  6 wyfe  L. 

t rHx  word  fitte  fometmes  fignifedy  a part  or  divifion  of  a fong  5 bat 
k rn  original  acceptation  a poetick  ftrain,  verfe,  or  poem  : from  being 
applied  to  mufick,  the  word  was  eafily  transferred  to  dancing,  as  in  the 
a&okx  pajjages. 

See  Dr.  Percy’s  Rcliqucs  of  Anc,  Eng . Poetry.  V0L11.  P*  297. 

Good 
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Good  Councel. 

Syr,  I wyl  aike  you  a queftion  by  your  favour, 

’What  would  you  with  the  minltrell  do  ? 

Juvenilis. 

Nothyng  but  have  a daunce  or  two. 

To  palfe  the  tyme  away  in  pleafure. 

Good  CounceL 

If  that  be  the  matter,  I promyfe  you  fure, 

I am  the  more  foryer  that  it  Ihoulde  fo  be; 

For  there  is  no  fuch  paffing  the  time  appointed  in  the 
fcripture, 

Nor  yet  therunto  it  doth  not  agre : 

I Wythe  that  ye  would  fo  ufe  your  libertye. 

To  walke  as  you  are  bound  to  do, 

Accordyng  to  the  .vocation  why.ch  God  hath  called  you  to. 
Juventus . 

Why,  fyr,  are  you  angry  hecaufe  J have  fpoken  fo  ? 

By  the  maife,  it  is  alone  for  my  apety.  * 

Good  Councel . 

Shewe  me  your  name,  I praye  you  hertely. 

And  then  I wyll  my  mynde  expreife. 

Juventus . 

My  name  is  called  Juventus  doutles; 

Say  what  you  wyll,  I wyll  gyve  you  the  hearinge. 

Good  Councel . 

For  as  much  as  God  hath  created  you  of  nothynge. 
Unto  hys  owne  lykenes  by  fpiritual  illumynacyon. 

It  it  unmete  that  ye  fhouide  leade  your  livynge 
Contrary  to  hys  godly  determynacyon. 

Saint  Paul  unto  the  Efbejians  giveth  good  exhortacion. 
Saying,  walk  circumfpe&ly,  redemyng  the  tyme ; 

That  is,  to  fpend  it  well,  and  not  to  wickednes  encline. 
Juventus . 

No,  no,  hardely  none  of  myne  ; 

If  I woulde  live  fo  Itraight  you  myght  counte  me  a foolci 
Let  them  kepe  thofe  rules  whych  are  dodours  dyvyne. 
And  have  bene  2 brought  up  al  theyr  dayes  in  fcole. 


I apety t L. 


2 be  G« 


Good 
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Good  CounceL 

Moyfes  in  the  lawe  exhorteth  hys  people. 

As  in  the  boke  of  D enter  onomie  he  doth  plainly  wrke. 
That  they  fhould  live  obedient  and  thankefull ; 

For  in  effedl  i thefe  wordes  he  doth  refite : 

All  ye  thys  day  hand  before  the  Lordes  fyght. 

Both  princes,  rulers,  elders,  and  parentes. 

Children,  wives,  yang,  and  old,  therfore  obey  his 
c omma  unde  m en  ts . 

Juventus . 

I am  to  yonge  to  underiland  his  documents ; 

Wherfore  dyd  al  they  iland  before  hys  prefence  ? 

Good  CounceL 

To  enter  wyth  God  peace  and  alyauncc, 

Promifinge  that  they  woulde  him  honour,  feare,and  fcrvc: 
All  kynd  of  people  were  bound  in  thofe  covenauntes. 
That  from  hys  lawe  they  fhuld  never  fwarve  ; 

For  God  uieth  no  percialitie. 

Juventus . 

What,  am  I bound  as  wel  as  the  eleargy. 

To  learne  and  folow  his  preceptes  and  lawe  ? 

Good  CounceL 

, Yea,  furely,  or  ds  God  will  withdraws 
His  mercy  from  you,  promifed  in  his  covenaunt ; 

For,  except  you  live  under  his  obedience  and  awe. 

How  can  you  receive  the  benefites  of  his  tellament  ? 

For  he  that  i fubmitteth  hym  felfe  to  be  a fervaunt. 

And  his  maifters  comma  undement  wil  not  fulfil  nor 
regard, 

Acording  as  he  hath  done,  is  worthy  his  reward. 
Juventus . 

It  is  as  true  a faying  as  ever  I heard ; 

Therfore  your  name,  I pray  you  3 now,  tell, 

For,  by  my  truth,  your  communicacion  I like  wonders  £ 
well. 


Good 


i For  inf  e Lie  G. 

3 jou  omitted  G. 


2 that  omitted  G. 

4 wondres . 


Good  CouttceL 
My  name- is  called  Good  Count  el 4 
Juventus* 

Good  Co  uncell ? 

Now,  in  fayth,  I cry  you  mercy : 

I am  Tory,  that  I have  you  thus  offended  j. 

But,  I pray  you,  beare  wyth  me  paciently, 

And  my  miffe  behavyour  fhal  be  amended : 

I know,  my  time  I have  rudely  fpended, 

Folowyng  my  owne  luft,  being  led  by  ignorannce ; 

But  now  I hope  of  better  knowlege  through  your 
acquaintaunce. 

Good  CounceL 

I pray  God  guide  you  with  his  gracious  affiffans 
Unto  the  knowleg  of  his  truth,  your  ignorance  to- 
und'o* 

That  you  may  be  one  of  thofe  numbred  chriftians 
Which  foloweth  the  lambe  whether  he  doth  go. 

The  lambe  Jefus  Chrift > my  meaning  is  fo ; 

By  fure  fayth  and  confidence  in  his  bitter  death  and 
paffyon. 

The  only  pryce  of  our  health  and  falvacion* 

Juventus . 

Syr,  I thanke  you  for  your  herty  oratyon : 

And  now,  I pray  you,  fhewe  me  your  advifemente. 

How  I may  live  in  thys  my  vocacyon, 

According,  to  Goddes  wil  and  com  maun  dement* 

Good  CounceL 
Firfl  of  all,  it  is  moft  expedient, 

That  you  exercife  your  felfe  in  continual  prayer. 

That  it  might  pleafe  the  Lorde  omnipotence 
To  fend  unto  you  his  holy  fpirit  and  comforter. 

Which  wyl  lcade  you  every  daye  and  houre 
TJnto  the  knowledge  of  hy-s  word  and  veritie ; 

Wherin  you  may  learne  to  live  moft  chriftianly* 


Juventtts* 
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Juventus.  He  kneleth. 

O Lord,  graunt  me  of  thy  infinite  * mercy 
The  true  knowlege  of  thy  2 lawe  and  wyll. 

And  illumine  my  heart  with  fpirit  continually. 

That  I may  3 be  apte  thy  holy  preceptes  to  fulfyl ; 
Strengthen  me,  that  I may  parfever  ftil 
Thy  commaundementes  to  obaye : 

And  then  fhaM  never  flip  nor  fall  away.  [He  rifetb • 

Good  Couneel. 

Ful  true  be  thefe  wordes,  which  Chrift  himfelfe  did  fay,; 
He  that  feketh  dial  furely  finde. 

Knowledge  entreth . 

Biholde,  youth ; now  rejoyce  we  may* 

For  I fe  Knowledge  of  God  f veritie  hand  here  behinde": 
He  is  come  now  to  fatisfye  your  minde 
In  thofe  thynges  which  you  wil  defire ; 

Therfore,  togither  let  us  approche  him  nere. 

Juventus. 

A ! Good  Councell,  now  4 it  doth  appere, 

That  God  never: reje&eth  the  humbles  peticion* 

Knowledge . 

Now  the  Lorde  bleffe  you  al  with  his  Heavenly  bene- 
di&ion, 

And  with  his  fyery  love  your  heartes  endame. 

That  of  his  mercifull  promifes  you  may  have  the  fruition. 
The  fubtiltie  of  the  devill  utterly  to  defame. 

Now,  good  chriflian  audience,  I wyl  expreffe  my  name, 
The  true  knowlege  of  Gods  veritie , this  5 mi  name  doth 
hyghte, 

Whom  God  hath  appoynted  to  geve  the  blind  their  fight. 


1 inf  nit  h L.  2 the  G„ 

3 way  G.  4 new  G. 


4 Both  the  copies  read  God. 


5 thus  G. 


Good 
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Good  CounceL 

A1  prayfe  be  given  to  that  Lord  of  myght, 

Which  hath  appointed  you  hether  at  this  prefent  houre  ;' 
For,  I trull,*  you  will  fo  inllrucl  youth  aright. 

That  he  lhall  lyve  accordynge  to  Gods  pleafure. 

Juventus, 

And  I thanke  JeJus  Cbrijl  my  faviour, 

That  he  is  come  to  my  company. 

Knowledge . 

I thanke  you,  my  frendes,  moll  hartely 
For  your  gentil  falutacion. 

Juventus . 

Sir,  I wyl  be  fo  bold  by  your  deliberation. 

To  open  my  mynd  unto  you  nowe, 

Trullyng  that,  by  your  good  exhortation, 

I lhal  learne  thofe  thynges  which  I never  knew : 

This  one  thynge  chiefly  I would  learne  of  you. 

How  I may  my  life  in  this  my  vocation  leade. 

According  as  God  hath  ordeyned  and  decrede. 

Knowledge . 

The  prophet  David  faith,  that  the  man  is  blefled, 
Which  doth  exerceyfe  him  felfe  in  the  lawe  of  the  Lord, 
And  doth  not  folow  the  way  of  the  wicked"; 

As  the  fyrll  pfalm  doth  playnly  recorde : 1 
The  fourfeore  and  xm  pfalme  therunto  doth  accorde ; 
Blefled  is  the  man  whom  thou  teachell,  O Lord,  faith  he. 
To  leafne  thy  2 lawe,  preceptes,  worde  or  veritie- 
And  Chrijl  in  the  gofpell  fayth  manyfeftly, 

Blefled  is  he  which  heareth  the  word  of  God  and  kepeth  it  j 
That  is,  to  believe  his  w^ord,  and  live  accordingly, 
Declairing  the  fayth  by  the  fruites  of  the  fpirite, 

Whofe  fruites  are  thefe,  as  S.  Paul  to  the  Galatbi  doth 
write. 

Love,  joye,  peace,  long  fuflering,  and  faithfulnes, 
Mekcnes,  goodne3,  temperaunce,  and  gentilnes. 

i accorde  G.  2 the  G, 


Good 
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Good  CounceL 

By  1 thefe  wordes,  which  unto  you  he  doth  expreffe, 
He  teacheth  that  you  ought  to  have  a ftedfafl  faith  5 
Without  the  which  2 it  is  impoffible  doutleffe 
To  pleafe  God,  as  faint  Paul  fayth : 

Where  faith  is  not,  godly  living  decayeth; 

For  whatfoever  is  not  of  faith,  faith  S.  Paul , is  finntf, 

But  where  a perlite  faith  is,  there  is  good  workyng. 
Juventus. 

It  feemeth  to  me,  that  this  is  4 your  meaning,  — • 

That,  when  I obferve  Gods  commaundementes  and  the 
workes  of  charite. 

They  fhall  prevail  unto  me  nothing. 

Except  I beleve  to  be  faved  therby. 

Knowledge . 

No,  no,  you  are  deceyved  very  blyndly ; 

For  faith  in  Chrijles  merites  doth  onely  juflifyr. 

And  make  us  righteous  in  Goddes  light. 

Juventus . * 

Why  Ihould  I then  in  good  4 workes  delight, 

"Being  I fhall  not  be  faved  by  them  ? 

Good  CounceL 

Becaufe  they  are  required  of  all  chriltian  men. 

As  the  necelfary  fruites  of  true  repentaunce. 

Knowledge . 

But  the  reward  of  the  heavenly  inheritaunce 
Is  geven  us  through  fayth,  for  Chrijles  defervinges^ 

As  S.  Paul  declareth  in  the  iiii  chapter  to  the  Romains , 
Therfore  we  ought  not  to  worke  as  hierlinges  ; 

Being  Chrijl  hath  purged  us  once  from  al  our  wicked 
living. 

Let  u6  no  more  wallow  therin, 

But  perfever,  like  good  braunches,  bearing  frute  in  him* 

1 Be  G.  2 the  which  omitted  G» 

3 is  omitted  G.  4 god  L. 


Juventus. 
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Juventus. 

Now  I know  where  about  you  have  bene : 

My  elders  never  taught  me  fo  before. 

Good  Councel. 

Though  your  elders  wer  blind,  dout  not  you  thetfore  $ 
For  faint  Peter  fayth,  vaine  is  the  eonverfations 
Which  ye  receive  by  your  elders  tradicions. 

Juventus . 

I wil  gladly  receive  your  godly  admonicions : 

Eut  yet,  I pray  you,  fhewe  me  the  caufe* 

That  they,  being  men  of  great  difcretions* 

Dyd  not  initru&e  me  in  Gods  lawes, 

Accordynge  to  hys  wyll  and  ordynaunce. 

Knowledge . 

Bycaufe  they  themfelves  were  wrapped  in  ignoraunce* 
Being  deceyved  by  falfe  preachers* 

Juventus . 

0 Lord,  delyver  me  from  wicked  teachers. 

That  I be  not  deceyved  wyth  theyr  falfe  do&rinc. 

Good  Councel . 

To  Gods  word  you  mull  only  encline* 

All  other  do&rine  cleane  fet  a parte. 

Juventus . 

Surely,  that  I wyll  from  the  bottome  of  my  heart  $ 
And  I thanke  the  living  God  which  hath  geven  me  the 
knowledge 

To  know  his  do&rine  from  the  falfe  and  pervarte,  * 

I being  yet  yonge  and  full  tender  of  age ; 

And  that  he  hath  made  me  partaker  of  the  heavenly 
inheritage, 

Of  his  owne  2,  mercy,  and  not  of  my  defervynge. 

For  hell  I have  dcferved  by  my  linfull  workynge. 

1 know  ryght  well,  my  elders -and  parentes 
Have,  of  a longe  tymc,  deceyved  be 

Wyth  blynd  hipocrify  and  fuperfticyous  ententes* 
Truftyng  in  theyr  owne  workes,  which  is  nothyng  but 
vanitie ; 

l pervarce  2 one  G. 
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Their  fteppes  fhall  not  be  folowed  for  me : 

Therfore  I pray  you,  Ihew  me  a briefe  conclufyon, 

How  I ought  to  lyve  in  chriftyan  relygion. 

Knowledge . 

The  firft  beginning  of  wifdom,  as  faith  the  wife  Salomon , 
Is,  to  feare  God  wyth  al  thy  1 heart  and  power ; 

And  then  thou  mull  beleve  al  his  promifes  without  any 
exception. 

And  that  he  wyll  performe  them  both  conllante  and 
fure  : 

And  then,  becaufe  he  is  thy  onely  faviour, 

Thou  mull  love  him  wyth  al  thy  foule  and  mynde. 

And  thy  neighbour  as  thy  felf,  becaufe  he  hath  fo  affined* 
Juventus . 

To  love  my  neighbour  as  my  felf?  I cannot  be  fo* 
kind  : 

I praye  you  tell  me,  what  meane  you  ? 

Knowledge . 

My  meaningc  is,  as  Chrijle  fayth  in  the  fixt  chapiter  of 
Mathew , 3 

To  do  to  him  as  you  would  be  done  to, 

Juventus . 

I pray  God  geve  me  grace  fo  for  to  do. 

That  unto  his  will  I may  be  obedient. 

Good  Councel. 

Here  you  fhall  receive  Chrijles  tellament 
To  comfort  your  confcience,  when  nede  fhall  require. 
To  learne  the  contentes  therof*  fe  that  you  be  diligent ; 
The  which  all  chrillian  men  ought  to  defyre, 

For  it  is  the  well,  or  fountayne  moll  clerc, 

Out  of  the  which  doth  fpring  fwete  confoiation 
To  all  thofe  which  4 thirft  after  eternal  falvation. 
Knowledge . 

Therin  fhall  you  fynd  moll  holfome  prefervatyon 
Both  in  troubles,  perfections,  licknes,  and  adverfitie, 

1 they  G.  z to  G.  3 chap . Math , G* 

4 that  G. 
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And  a fure  defence  in  the  tyme  of  temptacion, 

Agaynft  whom  the  devill  cannot  prevail  with  al  his  army  : 
And,  if  you  perfever  therin  unfainedly. 

It  wyll  fet  your  heart  at  fueh  quietnes  and  reft, 

Whych  can  1 never  be  turned  wyth  ftormes  nor  tempeft. 
Good  GounfeL 

Wyth  this  thing  you  muft  neither  flatter  nor jeft. 

But  ftedfaftly  beleve  it  every  day  and  houre. 

And  let  your  converfation  openly  proteft, 

That  of  your  heart  it  is  the  moft  precious  treafure : 

And  then,  your  godly  example  ftiall  other  men  procure 
To  learne  and  exercyfe  the  fame  alfoi 
I pray  God  ftrengthen  you  fo  for  to  do. 

Juventus. 

Now  for  this  godly  knowlege  which  you  have  brought 
me  to, 

I beleche  the  living  God  to  2 reward  you  agayne : 

From  your  companye  I wyl  never  depart  nor  go. 

So  long  as  in  this  lyfe  I do  remayne ; 

For  in  thys  boke  I fe  manifeft  and  playne. 

That  he,  that  foloweth  his  owne  luites  and  imagination, 
Kepeth  the  redy  path  to  everlaft  dampnation  : 

And  he  that  leadeth  3 a godly  converfation 
Shall  be  brought  4 to  fuche  quietnes,  joy,  and  peace, 
Which  in  comparifon  pafleth  all  worldly  glcriation, 
Which  cannot  endure,  but  fliortly  ceafe. 

Both  the  time  and  houre  I may  now  blefle. 

That  I met  with  you,  father,  Good  counfell , 

To  bring  me  to  the  knowlege  of  this  5 hevenly  gofpelL 
Knowledge . 

This  your  profeflion  I lyke  very  well, 

So  that  you  entend  to  live  accordyng ; 

I pray  God,  your  living  do  not  rebell, 

1 cannot  G.  2 to  omitted  G. 

3 lead  etc  G.  4 b or  light  G.  § his  G* 

I 2 But 
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But  ever  agre  unto  your  faying,  * 

That,  when  ye  (hall  make  acountes  or  rekenyng, 

Of  this  talent  which  you  have  receyved. 

You  may  be  one  of  thofe,  with  whom  the  Lord  fhal  be 
piealed. 

Good  CounceL 

For  this  convcrfacion  of  youth  the  Lords  name  be 
praifed  : 

Let  us  now  depart  for  a ceafon*  [Exit* 

Knowledge . 

To  geve  God  the  glory  it  is  convenient  and  reafon : 

If  you  wil  depart,  I wyl  not  tary.  [Exit, 

Juventus. 

And  I wil  never  forfake  your  company. 

While  I live  in  this  world.  [Exit*  x 


Here  entretb  the  Uevill. 

Oh,  oh  ! al  to  late  ! 

I trow  this  geare  wil  come  to  naught ; 

For,  I perceyve,  my  power  doth  abate. 

For  all  the  policie  that  ever  I have  wrought : 
Many  and  fundry  waies  I have  fought, 

To  have  the  word  of  God  deluded  utterly  * 

Oh,  for  forow  ! yet  it  will  not  be, 

I have  done  the  bell  that  I can. 

And  my  minitters  alfo  in  every  place. 

To  rote  it  clene  from  the  heart  of  man; 

And  yet  for  all  that  it  florifheth  apace; 

I am  fore  in  drede  to  fhew  my  face* 

My  auftoritie  and  workes  are  fo  greatly  difpifed, 
My  inventions,  and  al  that  ever  I have  devifed. 

Oh,  oh,  ful  well  I know  the  caufe* 

That  my  eftimacion  doth  thus  decay ; 

The  olde  people  would  beleve  ftil  in  my  lawes, 

i fapg  G.  2 [ Exit  omitted  G, 
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But  the  yonger  fort  leade  them  a contrary  way  ; 

They  wyll  not  beleve,  they  playnly  fay. 

In  old  traditions  and  made  by  men, 

But  they  wyll  lyve  as  the  fcripture  teacheth  them. 

Out  I crie  upon  them,  they  do  me  open  wrong, 

To  bring  up  theyr  children  thus  in  knowlage ; 

For,  if  they  wil  not  folow  my  waies  when  they  are  yong. 
It  is  hard  turning  them  when  they  come  to  age : 

I mult  nedes  fynd  fome  meanes  this  matter  to  fwage ; 

I meane  to  turne  theyr  heartes  from  the  fcripture  quytc. 
That  in  carnall  plefures  they  may  have  more  delight. 
Well,  I will  go  tall  to  enfedt  this  youth 
Through  the  entifement  of  my  fonne  Hipocrifie , 

And  worke  fome  proper  feate  to  Hop  his  mouth. 

That  he  may  lede  his  life  carnally  : 

I had  never  more  nede  my  matters  to  apply. 

Oh,  my  chyld  Hypocrifie , where  art  thou  ? 

I charge  the  of  my  blehing  appere  before  me  now. 


Here  entreth  Hipocrifye. 

Hipocrifye. 

Oh,  oh,  quod  ha,  kepe  agayne  the  fowe ; 

I come  as  faft  as  I can,  I warrant  you  : 

Where  is  he,  that  hath  the  fowe  to  fell  ? 

I wil  geve  him  money,  if  I lyke  her  well ; 

Whether  it  be  fowe  or  hogge,  I do  not  greatly  care. 
For,  by  my  occupacion,  I am  a bocharc. 

Devel . 

O my  child,  how  doeft  thou  fare  ? 

Hipocrifye . 

Sanfti  amen , who  have  we  there  ? 

By  the  maffe,  I wil  bie  none  of  thy  ware ; 

Thou  art  a chapman  for  the  devil. 

Devel . 

What,  my  fon,  canit  thou  not  tell. 

Who  is  here,  and  what  I am  ? 

I am  thine  owne  father,  Satban. 

I 2 
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Hipocrijye. 

Be  you  fo,  fir  ? I crye  you  mercy  than  ; 

You  may  fay,  I am  homely,  and  lacke  learnynge 
To  lyken  my  fathers  voyce  unto  a fowes  groning 
But,  I pray  you,  fhew  me  the  caufe,  and  why. 
That  you  called  me  hether  fo  haftely. 

DeveL 

A ! Hipocrifie , I am  undone  uttery. 

Hipacrifye . 

Utterly  undone  ! nay,  itop  there  hardely; 

For  I my  felfe  do  know  the  contrary 
By  dayly  experience : 

Do  not  I yet  raigne  abrode  ? 

And  as  longe  as  I am  in  the  worlde, 

You  have  fom  treafure  and  fubflauncc. 

I fuppofe  I have  bene  the  flower 
In  fettyng  furth  thy  lawes  and  power 
Without  any  delay  : 

By  the  mafle,  if  I had  not  bene, 

Thou  haddeft  not  benne  worthe  a Flaunders  pin* 
At  thys  prefent  day. 

The  time  were  to  longe  nowe  to  declare, 

How  many  and  great  the  number  are. 

Which  have  defceived  be ; 

And  brought  cleane  from  Gods  lawe 
Unto  thy  yoke  and  awe, 

Throiigh  the  intifement  of  me. 

I have  bene  bufyed  fince  the  world  began. 

To  graffe  thy  lawes  in  the  heart  of  man, 

Where  they  ought  to  be  refufed : 

And  I have  fo  mingled-  Gods  commaundements 
Wyth  vaine  zeales,  and  blynd  entents. 

That  they  be  greatly  abufed, 

I fet  up  great  ydolatry 
With  al  i kynd  of  filthy  fodometry, 

To  geve  manky nd  a fall : 

And  I brought  up  fuche  fuperfticion, 

Under  the  name  of  holynes  and  religyon, 

i a G. 
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That  difceyved  almofte  all. 

As,  — holy  cardinals,  holy  popes, 

Holy  veftiments,  holy  copes. 

Holy  armettes,  and  friers. 

Holy  prieftes,  holy  bisfhopes. 

Holy  monkes,  holy  abbottes, 

Yea,  and  alobdinate^  lyers : 

Holy  pardons,  holy  beades. 

Holy  faintes,  holy  images. 

With  holy,  holy  bloud, 

Holy  itockes,  holy  ftones. 

Holy  cloughtes,  holy  2 bones ; 

Yea,  and  holy  holy  wood. 

Holy  fkinnes,  holy  bulles. 

Holy  rochettes,  and  coules. 

Holy  crouches,  and  flaves, 

Holy  hoodes,  holy  cappes, 

Holy  miters,  holy  hattes ; 

A good  holy  holy  knaves. 

Holy  dayes,  holy  faftinges, 

Holy  twitching,  holy  taftynges, 

Holy  vifions  and  fightes. 

Holy  waxe,  holy  leade. 

Holy  water,  holy  brea-de. 

To  drive  away  fpirites. 

Holy  fyre,  holy  palme. 

Holy  oyle,  holy  creame. 

And  holy  afhes  alfo; 

Holy  brouches,  holy  rynges. 

Holy  knelinge,  holy  fenfynges. 

And  a hundred  trim  trams  mo. 

Holy  crofTes,  holy  belles. 

Holy  reliques,  holy  jouels. 

Of  mine  owne  invencion  ; 

Holy  candels,  holy  tapers. 

Holy  parchmentes,  holy  papers : 

Had  not  you  a holy  fonne  ? 


abJUnate  G. 
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Devyl. 

All  thefe  thynges,  which  thou  haft  done. 

My  honour  and  lawes  hath  maintayned : - 

But  now,  oh  alas ! one  thinge  is  begune,  1 
By  the  which  my  kingdome  is  greatly  decayed  $ 

I ftial  lefe  al,  I am  fore  affrayde : 

Excepte  thy  helpe,  I know  right  playne, 

I fhall  never  be  able  to  recover  it  againe. 

Gods  word  is  fo  greatly  fpronge  up  in  youth* 

That  he  litle  regardeth  my  lawes  or  me ; 

He  telleth  his  parentes  that  is  very  truth. 

That  they  of  long  time  have  deceyved  be : 

He  fayth,  according  to  Chryjles  veritye. 

All  his  doinges  he  wil  ordre  and  frame. 

Mortifying  the  fleslhe  with  the  luftes  of  the  fame, 
Hipocrify . 

A,  fyrra,  there  beginneth  the  game : 

What,  is  Juventus  become  fo  tame. 

To  be  a newe  gofpeller  ? 

Devill. 

As  faft,  as  I do  make,  he  doth  marre ; 

He  hath  * folowed  fo  longe  the  fteppes  of  Good  Councel , 
That  Knowledge  and  he  together  doth  dwel  \ 

For  who  is  fo  bufye  in  every  place  as  Youth , 

To  reade  and  declare  the  manifeft  truth  i 

But,  oh  ! Hipocrifyey  if  thou  could  ftoppe  his  mouthy 

Thou  Ihuldeft  wyn  my  hart  for  ever. 

Hipocrifa. 

What  would  you  have  me  to  do  in  the  matter  ? 

Shew  me  therin  your  advifement. 

Devyl . 

I would  have  the  go  incontinent, 

And  worke  fome  crafty  3 feate  or  polycye. 

To  fet  Knowledge  and  him  at  contraverfye ; 

And  his  company  thy  felfe  greatly  ufe, 

That  Gods  word  he  may  clene  abufe. 

i begone  G*  z that  G»  3 craft  L. 
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Hipocrifye. 

At  your  requeft  I wyl  not  refufe, 

To  do  that  thynge,  which  in  me  doth  Jye: 

Dout  ye  not,  but  I wyil  excufe 
Thofe  thynges,  which  he  doth  playnly  deny  ; 

And  I wyll  handle  my  matters  l'o  craftely. 

That,  ere  he  commeth  to  mannes  hate, 

Gods  word  and  his  living  fhalbe  cleane  at  the  bate. 

Devil. 

Thou  fhalt  have  my  bleffyng  both  early  and  late.; 

And,  bycaufe  thou  fhalt  al  my  counfel  kepe, 

Thou  fhalt  call  thy  1 name,  FrendJJjyp . 

Hipocrifye. 

By  the  mafTe,  it  is  a name  full  mete 
For  my  proper  and  amyable  perfon. 

Devyl. 

Oh,  farewell,  farewell,  my  fonnc  ; 

Spede  thy  bufinefs,  for  I muft  be  gone.  [Exit.  2. 

Hipocrifye. 

I warrant  you,  let  me  alone. — 

I will  be  wyth  Juventus  anone. 

And  that,  ere  he  be  ware; 

And,  I wyfle,  if  he  walke  not  (height, 

I wyll  ufe  fuch  a Height, 

That  (hall  trap  him  in  a fnare. 

How  fhajl  I bringe  this  geare  to  paffe  r 
I can  tell  now,  by  the  maffe. 

Without  any  more  advyfement : 

I wyl  infeft  hym  wyth  wicked  company, 

Whofe  converfalion  fhal  be  fo  flefhly. 

Yea,  able  to  overcome  an  innocent. 

Thys  wicked  Felowfbep. 

Shall  hym  company  kepe 
For  a while : 

i my  G.  2 [Exit  omitted  G. 
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And  then  I wyll  brynge  in 
Abhominable  * Lyvyng 
Hym  to  beguile. 

Wyth  wordes  fayre  I wyll  hym  tyfe, 

Tellyng  hym  of  a gyrle  nyfe, 

Which  (hall  hym  fomewhat  move  ; 

Abhominable  Livinge  though  fhe  be. 

Yet  he  fhall  no  other  wayes  fe. 

But  fhe  is  for  to  love. 

She  .fhall  him  procure. 

To  lyve  in  pleafure. 

After  his  owne  phantefy ; 

And  my  matter  to  frame, 

I wyll  call  her  name 
Unknow en  Honejlye . 

This  will  1 convey. 

My  matter  I fay. 

Somewhat  hanfomely ; 

That,  through  wicked  Felowjhifr 
And  falfe  pretenae  frendfhip, 

'Vouth  fhal  lyve  carnally. 

Trudge,  Hipocrifie>  trudge; 

Thou  art  a good  drudge. 

To  ferve  the  devil!  : 

If  thou  fhouldeft  jye  and  lurke. 

And  not  entende  thy  worke, 

Thy  maifter  fhould  do  ful  evill. 

* Abhominable,  So  the  •word  is  confantly  [pelt.  It  is  worth  reworking, 
in  order  to  jix  the  adjujlwent  of  a pajjage  in  Shakefpeare’s  Love’s  Labour’s 
Loft,  Afl.  IV.  S.  1.  This  is  abhominable  which  he  would  call  abomi- 
nable. Capell’s  edit,  nearly  agreeable  to  the  Quartos — or , This  is  abominable 
which  we  would  call  abhominable.  So  Theobald  and  Hanmer  according 
fo  the  Folios,  The  two  great  and  learned  editors  Warburton  and  Johnfon 
read  vice  verfa  : This  is  abominable  which  he  would  call  abhominable  — 
which  dcjlrcys  the  poet's  humour , fuck  as  it  is,  who  is  laughing  at  fuch 
fanatical  phantafms  and  rackers  of  orthography  as  affett  to  J peak  fine. 
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Here  entretb  Youth  to  whom  Hypocrifye  yet 
fpeaketb . 

What,  mayfter  Youth  ? 

Wei  I met,  by  my  truth  $ 

And  whether  away  ? 

You  are  the  lafl  man, 

Which  I talked  1 on, 

I fware,  by  thys  day. 

Methought,  by  your  face, 

Ere  you  came  in  place, 

It  jfhould  be  you  : 

Therfore  I dyd  abyde. 

Here  in  this  tyde,  ^ 

For  your  comming,  this  is  true. 

Juventus, 

For  your  gentlenes,  fyr,  moll  hertely  I thanke  you. 
But  yet  you  mull  hold  me  fomwhat  cxcufed ; 

For  to  my  fymple  knowledge,  I never  knewe. 

That  you  and  I together  were  acquainted: 

But  nevertheles,  if  you  do  it  renew. 

Old  acquaintaunce  wil  fone  3 be  remembred. 

Hipocrifye , 

Ah,  nowe  I fe  well,  Youth  is  fethered. 

And  his  crums  he  hath  well  gathered. 

Since  I fpake  with  him  laft ; 

A pore  mans  tale  can  not  now  be  herd. 

As  in  tymes  pall. 

I crye  you  mercy,  I was  fumwhat  bolde. 

Thinking,  that  your  mallerlhip  would 
Not  have  bene  fo  llraunge ; 

But  now  I perceyve,  that  promotion 
Caufeth  4 both  man,  maners  and  fafhion 
Greatly  for  to  chaunge. 

1 called  G.  2 Here  in  this  tide  omitted  G. 

3 feme  G.  4 canfeth  G. 

Juventus. 
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Juventus . 

You  arc  to  blame  this  me  to  calenge ; 

For,  I thinke,  I am  not  he,  which  you  take  me  for. 
Hipocrijie. 

Yes,  I have  knowen  you  ever  iince  you  were  bore ; 
Your  age  is  yet  under  a fcore, 

Which  I can  well  remember  : 

I wilTe,  I wiiTe,  you  and  I, 

Many  a time  have  bene  ful  mery. 

When  you  wer  yong  and  tender. 

Juventus . 

Then  I praye  you, 1 let  us  reafon  no  lenger; 

But  fyrft,  lhew  your  nominacion. 

Hipocrijie . 

Of  my  name  to  make  declaracyon, 

Wythout  any  diflimulacion, 

I am  called  Frenajbyp : 

Although  1 be  fimple,  and  rude  of  falhion. 

Yet  by  linage  and  generacion, 

I am  nie  kin  to  your  mafterflyp. 

Juventus . 

What,  Frendjhyp  ? 

I am  glad  to  fe,  that  you  be  mery ; 

By  my  truth,  I had  almofl  you  forgot. 

By  long  abfence  brought  out  of  memory. 

Hipocrify , 

By  the  maiTe,  I love  you  fo  hartely, 

That  there  is  none  fo  welcome  to  my  cumpany  : 

I pray  you,  tel  me  whether  are  you  going  ? 

Juventus . 

My-entention  is,  to  go  here  a preachinge. 

Hipocrijie . 

A preaching,  quod  ha  ? ah,  good  litle  one. 

By  Chrifti  fhe  wil  make  you  cry  out  of  the  wynning. 

If  you  folow  her  inilruftions  2.  fo  early  in  the  morning* 
Juventus . 

Full  great  I do  abhorre  this  your  wycked  fayinge; 
a you  omitted  G.  2 injtruftion  G,  por^ 
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For,  no  dout,  they  encreafe  much  finm  and  vice : 
Therfore  I pray  you,  fhow  not  your  meanyng. 

For  I delight  not  in  fuch  folyfhe  fantefies. 

Hipocrifye . 

Surely,  then  you  are  the  more  unwyfe: 

You  may  have  a fpyrt  amongft  them  now  and  then ; 

Why  fhould  not  you,  as  well  as  other  men  ? 

Juventus. 

As  for  thofe  fylthy  doinges  1 I utterly  detefl  them  ; 

I will  heare  no  more  of  your  wycked  communycacyon. 
Hipocrifye. 

If  I may  be  fo  bold  by  your  deliberation 
What  wyl  you  do  at  a preaching? 

Juventus. 

Learne  fome  holfome  and  godly  teaching, 

Of  the  true  minilter  of  Cbrifies  gofpell. 

Hipocrifye. 

Tufh,  what  he  will  fay,  I know  ryght  well ; 

He  wyl  fay,  that  God  is  a good  man,  * 

He  can  make  him  no  better,  and  fay  the  bell  he  can. 
Juventus. 

I know  that,  but  what  then  ? 

The  more  that  Gods  word  is  preached  and  taught. 

The  greater  the  occafion  is  to  al  chriften  men, 

To  forfake  their  finful  livinges  both  wicked,  vile,  and 
naught : 

And  to  repent  their  former  evils,  which  they  have 
Wrought, 

1 As  for  al  tbofe  fylthe  doinges  G. 


* God  is  a good  man.  Shakef^eare  puts  thefe  words"  with  great  humour i 
into  the  mouth  of  Dogberry,  in  Much  ado  about  Nothing.  si&.  III.  S.  8, 

' Though  the  Quartos  and  Folios  concur  in  this  reading , the  moderns  uniformly 
read , He’s  a good  Man.  N,  B.  Fhe  old  reading  is  rejiored  by  Mr.  Capell. 

*Ihe  author  feems  here  to  ridicule  the  blafphemous  quejiions  difcuJJ'ed  by  the 
fchoolmen  among  the  papifis  in  his  time : as , Whether  the  pope  be  God  or 
man,  or  a mean  betwixt  both  ? Sec.  See  Archbijhop  Whitgift’s  format 
before  queen  Eliz,  1574.  Sir,  B 2. 

Trufting 
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Trufting  by  CbriJIes  death  to  be  redemed  : 

And  he,  that  thvs  doth,  fhall  never  be  difceived* 

Hipocrifye. 

Well  fayd,  maifter  do&or,  well  fayd; 

By  the  maffe,  we  mull  have  you  into  the  pulpyt : 

I pray  you  be  remembred,  and  cover  your  head  ; 

For  indede  you  have  nede  to  kepe  in  your  wyt ; 

A,  firra,  who  would  have  thought  it. 

That  youth  had  bene  fuch  a well  learned  man  ! 

Let  me  fe  your  portous,  * gentle  fir  Ihon . 

Juventus. 

No,  it  is  not  a boke  for  you  1 to  loke  on 
You  ought  not  to  jell  with  God’s  teftamenU 
Hipocrifye . 

What,  man  ? I pray  you  be  content ; 

For  I do  nothyng  els,  but  fay  my  phantafie  : 

But  yet,  if  you  would  do  after  my  advifement. 

In  that  matter  you  fhould  not  be  fo  bufy ; 

Was  not  your  father  as  well  learned,  as  ye  ? 

And  if  he  had  fayd  then  as  you  have  now  done, 

I wiffe,  he  had  bene  like  to  make  a burne* 

Juventus . 

It  wrere  muche  better  for  me,  then  to  returne 
From  my  faith  in  Cbrijie , and  the  profeffion  of  his  wordc, 

Hifocrijie . 

Whether  is  better,  a halter  or  a eorde, 

I can  not  tel;  I fweare  by  Goddes  mother  : 

But  I thinke  2.  you  wil  have  the  one  or  the  other : 

Wil  you  lofe  al  your  frendes  good  wyll. 

To  continue  in  that  opinion  hill  ? 

Was  there  not  as  wel  learned  men  before  as  now  ? 

Yea,  and  better  to,  I may  fay  to  you ; 

1 you  omitted,  2 tbyyige  G*. 

* Portous,  the  ancient  name  fir  a Breviary.  Blount.  Here  it  fignifes  tie 
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And  they  taught  i the  yonger  fort  of  people 
By  the  elders  to  take  an  example : 

And  if  I did  not  love  you  as  nature  doth  me  bynde, 

You  fhould  not  know  fo  muche  of  my  mynde. 

Juventus . 

Whether  were  * I better,  to  be  ignoraunt  and  blynd. 
And  to  be  dampned  in  hell  for  inhdelitie ; 

Or  to  learne  godly  knowledge,  wherin  I fhall  fynde 
The  right  path  way  to  eternal  felicitie  ? 

Hipocrifye . 

Can  you  denie,  but  it  is  your  duetie. 

Unto  your  elders  to  be  obedient  ? 

Juventus . 

I graunt,  I am  bound  to  obey  my  parentes. 

In  all  thinges  honeft  and  lawfull. 

, , Hypocry/y. 

Lawful!,  quod  ha  ? a,  foole,  foole  ! 

Wylt  3 thou  fet  men  to  fcoole. 

When  they  be  olde  ? 

I may  fay  to  you  fecretly. 

The  world  was  never  mery, 

Since  children  were  fo  bolde : 

Now  every  boy  wyll  be  a teacher, 

The  father  a foole,  and  the  chyld  a preacher ; 

This  is  preaty  geare : 

The  foule  prefumption  4 of  youth 
Wyl  turne  fhortly  to  great  ruth, 

I feare,  i feare,  I fcare. 

Juventus . 

The  fermone  wil  be  done  ere  J can  come  there: 

I care  not  greatly  whether  I go  or  no ; 

And  yet  for  my  promife,  by  God  I fweare, 

There  is  no  remedy  but  I mull  nedes  go : 

Of  my  companions  there  wyl  be  mo. 

And  I promyfcd  them  by  Goddes  grace. 

To  mete  them  there  as  the  fermon  was. 

I thought  G.  2 where  L,  3 toil  G. 

4 The  foole  prefumptious  G. 

Hipocrify* 
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Hipocrify, 

For  once  breakyng  promife  do  not  you  paffe, 
Make  fome  excufe  the  matter  to  ceafe. 

What  have  they  to  do  ? 

And  you  and  I were,  I wote  * where. 

We  would  be  as  mery,  as  there, 

Yea,  and  meryer  to. 


Juventus. 

I would  gladly  in  your  company  go ; 

But,  if  my  companions  Ihould  chaunce  to  fe. 

They  would  report  full  evyl  by  me  : 

And,  peradvcnture,  if  I fhould i  2 it  ule. 

My  company  they  would  cleane  refule. 

Hipocrify . 

What,  are  thofe  felowes  fo  curyous. 

That  your  felfe  you  cannot  excufe  ? 

I wyll  teache  you  the  matter  to  convey ; 

Do  what  your  own  lull,  and  fay,  as  they  fay; 

And,  if  you  be  reproved  with  your  owne  affinitie, 

Byd  them  plucke  the  beame  out  of  their  owne  eye  : 

The  old  popifh  prieftes  mocke  and  delpife. 

And  the  ignoraunt  people,  that  beleve  their  lyes ; 

Call  them  papiites,  hipocrites,  and  joyning  of  the  plough; 
Face  3 out  the  matter,  and  then  good  ynough ; 

Let  your  booke  at  your  gyrdle  be  tyed, 

Or  els  in  your  bofome  that  he  may  be  fpyed ; . 

And  then,  it  wyl  be  fayd  both  with  youth  and  age, 
Yonder  felow  hath  an  excellent  knowledge. 

Tusfhe,  tusfhe  ! 

I could  fo  beats  4 the  busfhe, 

That  all  fliuld  be  fluslhe, 

That  ever  I dyd. 


Juventus, 

Now,  by  my  truth,  you  are  merely  difpofedf 
Let  us  go  thether,  as  you  thynke  bell. 


i I wote  wote  where  G. 

3 Fare  G,  \ be  are  G. 


2 would  G, 

Hip  aerify  e* 
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Hipocrifye . 

How  faye  you,  fhal  we  go  to  breakefaft  ? 

Will  you  go  to  the  pye  feaft  ? 

Or,  by  the  malTe,  if  thou  wilt  be  my  geft, 

It  fhal  coll  the  nothyng ; 

I have'  a furny  carde  in  a place. 

That  wil  bare  a turne  befides  the  ace. 

She  purvyes  now  apace 
For  my  commynge : 

And  if  thou  wilt  jybberd,  i as  well  as  I, 

We  fhal  have  mery  company ; 

And,  I warraunt  the,  yf  we  have  not  a pye. 

We  fhal  have  a puddinge. 

Juventus . 

By  the  maffe,  that  meate  I love  above  al  thynge ; 

You  may  drawe  me  aboute  the  toune  with  a puddynge.f 
HipQcrifye. 

Then  you  fhal  fe  my  cunnyng : 

A poore  fhyft  for  a livinge 
Amongeft  poore  men  ufed  is  5 
The  kynae  hart  of  hyrs 
Hath  eafed  my  purfe. 

Many  a time  ere  this. 


1 fybbere  G. 


■f  This  paft'age  will  receive  illuflration  from  the  following  quotation  out  of 
hijkop  Latimer’s  frmen  preached  before  K.  Edward  the  6th,  about  the  year 
1550.  “ A good  fcllowe  on  a tyme  bad  another  of  hys  frendes  to  a breakefaft , 
(t  and  fayed : Tf  you  wyll  come,  you  fhal  be  welcome  5 but  I tell  you  afore 
t(  hande,  you  fhal  have  but  fender  fare,  one  dyjb  and  that  is  all.  V/hat  is 
“ that,  fayed  he  f A puddynge  and  nothynge  els . Mary,  fayed  he,  you 
“ cannot  pleafe  me  better  j of  all  meates  that  is  for  myne  owne  tooth : you  may 
(<  draw  me  round  aboute  the  town  with  a pudding.’’  £ig.  G vii. 
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Here  entreth  Felowfhip. 

Felowjbip . 

I mervayle  gr^tly  where  Frendjbyp  is ; 

He  promifed  to  mete  me  here  eare  this  time  : 

I befhrew  his  heart,  that  his  i promis  doth  mys; 

And  then  be  ye  fure,  it  fhall  not  be  mine. 

Hypocrijy . 

Yes,  Felowjbyp , that  it  fhalbe  thine. 

For  I have  taried  here  this  hour  or  twayne. 

And  this  honed  gentilman  in  my  company  hath  bene. 
To  abide  your  comming,  this  thing  is  playne. 

Felowjbyp. 

By  the  mafTe,  if  you  chyde,  I will  2.  be  gone  agayne* 
For,  in  fayth,  Frendjhyp j I may  fay  to  thee, 

I love  not  to  be  there,  where  chiders  be. 

Hipocryfy . 

No,  God  it  knoweth,  you  are  as  ful  of  honedy. 

As  a mary  bone  is  ful  of  honey : 

But,  fyrra,  I pray  you,  'bid  this  gentilman  welcome. 

For  he  is  dedrous  in  your  company  to  come : 

I tell  you,  he  is  a man  of  the  ryght  makyng; 

And  one  that  hath  excellent  lernynge ; 

At  his  gyrdle  he  hath  fuch  a boke, 

That  the  Popysjbe  priedes  dare  not  in  hym  loke : 

This  is  a felow  for  the  nones. 

Felowjbip . 

I love  him  the  better  by  Gods  3 precious  bones  : — 
You  are  hertely  welcome,  as  I may  faye, 

I Jfhall  defyre  you  of  better  acquaintance ; f 
That  of  your  company  be  bolde  I maye, 

You  may  be  fure  if  in  me  it  lye 

To  do  you  pleafure  you  ihould  it  fynde: 

For,  by  the  mafTe,  I love  you,  both  with  hert  and  myndef 

1 tbys  G.  2 wylt  L.  3 dogs  L. 

4 This  mode  of  exprcjfcn  occurs  in  Shakefpeare’s  Midfummer  Night’s 
Dream.  Aft  III . Se.  3,  mcdlejsly  altered  by  feme  to,  — I fhall  defire  of 
you  more  acquaintance, 

Juventus, 
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Juvenilis. 

To  fay  the  fame  to  you,  your  gentlenes  doth  me  bynde  ; 
And  1 thanke  you  hertely  for  your  kindnes. 

Hipocrifye . 

Wyl  you  fe  thys  gentylman  fynes. 

Your  gentilnes,  and  your  kyndnes, 

I thanke  him,  and  I thanke  you ; 

And,  I thynke,  if  the  truth  were  fought,  1 
The  one  bad,  and  the  other  naught. 

Never  a good,  I make  God  a vow  : 

But  yet,  Felozvfhyp , tel  me  one  thing, 

Dyd  you  fe  litle  Beffe  this  morning? 

We  lhould  have  our  breakfaft  yefter  night  fhc  fayde, 

But  fie  hath  forgotten  it  now,  I am  afrayd. 

Felozvfhyp. 

Her  promife  fhalbe  perfourmed  and  payd ; 

For  I fpake  with  her,  fynce  the  time  I rofe, 

And  then  (he  told  me  how  the  matter  goeth : 

We  mull  be  with  her  betwene  eight  and  nine. 

And  then  her  maifter  and  myflres  wyl  be  at  the 
preaching, 

Juventus . 

I purpofed  my  felfe  there  to  have  bene ; 

But  this  man  provoked  me  to  the  contrary, 

And  told  me,  that  we  fh'uld  have  mery  company, 

Felozvfhyp. 

Mery,  quod  ha  ? we  can  not  chufe  but  be  mery; 

For  there  is  fuch  a gyrle,  where  as  we  go, 

Which  vvil  make  us  to  2-  be  merv,  whether  we  will  or  no* 
Hipocryfie. 

The  ground  is  the  better,  on  the  which  (he  doth  go ; 
For  fhe-will  make  better  chere  with  that  3 litle,  which 
fhe  can  get. 

Then  many  a 4 one  can  with  a great  banket  of  meat. 

1 zver  y fought  G.  2 to  omitted  G. 

3 a G.  4 a omitted  G. 
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yuventus . 

To  be  in  her  company  my  hart  is  fet ; 

Therfore  I pray  you,  let  us  be  gone. 

Felozvjbip. 

She  will  come  for  us  i her  felfe  anone ; 

For  I told  her  before,  where  we  would  ftande. 

And  then,  lhe  fayd,  Ihe  would  becke  us  with  her  hande. 
Juventus . 

Now,  by  the  mafte,  I percey ve,  that  lhe  is  a gallaunde  : 
What,  wyl  lhe  take  paynes  to  come  for  us  hether  ? 
Hipocrify . 

Yea,  I warrant  you ; therfore  you  muft  be  famylier 
with  her  : 

When  lhe  commeth  in  place. 

You  muft  her  embrace, 

Somwhat  hanfomlye ; 

Lefte  lhe  thinke  it  a daunger, 

Becaufe  you  are  a ftraunger. 

To  come  in  your  companye. 

„ yuventus . 

Yea,  * by  Gods  foote,  that  I wyl  be  bufye. 

And  I may  faye  to  you,  I can  play  the  knave  fecretly* 

Here  entreth  Abhominable  Living,  f 

Abhominable  Living . 

Kem  ! come  away  quickly, 

The  backe  dore  is  open  ; 3 I dare  not  tarry  : — * 

Come,  Fekwjbipy  come  on  a waye. 

Hipocrifye . 

What,  Unknowen  Hcnejiy  ? a wordc  * 

i for  us  omitted  G.  2 Jhe  think eth  danger  G. 

3 opned  G. 

* Yea,  7 'ktfe  two  lines  I have  given  to  Juventus  againft  the  autho- 

rity of  the  copies . 

f The  entrance  of  Abhominable  Living  is  not  marked  in  the  copies » 

You 
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You  fhal  not  go  yet,  by  God  I fweare ; 

Here  is  none  but  your  frindes,  you  nede  not  <to  fraie. 
Although  this  ftraunge  yonge  gentylman  be  here. 

Juventus . 

I truft,  in  me  fhe  wyl  thynke  no  daunger ; 

For  I love  wel  the  company  of  fayre  women. 

Abhominable  Living. 

Who,  you  ? nay  ye  are  fuche  a holy  man. 

That  to  touche  one  ye  dare  not  be  bolde; 

I thynke,  1 you  would  not  kiffe  a yonge  woman. 

If  one  would  give  you  twenty  pound  in  goulde. 

Juventus . 

Yes,  by  the  maffe,  that  I would ; 

I could  fynde  in  my  hert  to  kilfe  you  in  your  fmocke. 

Abhominable  Living. 

My  backe  is  brode  inough  to  bare  awaye  that  mocke ; 
For  one  hath  tolde  me  many  a time. 

That  you  2.  have  faid  you  wold  ufe  no  fuch  wantons 
company  as  myne. 

Juventus. 

By  dogs  J precious  woundes,  that  was  fom  whorfon  3 
villain ; 

I wyll  never  eate  meate  that  fhal  do  me  good, 

Tyl  I have  cut  his  flefhe,  by  gogs  4 precyous  blud : 

Tell  me,  I praye  you,  who  it  was. 

And  I wyl  trim  the  knave,  by  the  bleffed  maffe. 

Abhominable  Living. 

Tufh  ! as  for  that,  do  not  you  paffe ; 

That  which  I tolde  you  was  but  for  love. 

Bipocrifye. 

She  did  nothing  elfe  but  prove. 

Whether  a litle  / thinge  would  you  move 

1 thyng  G.  2 iou  G.  3 horfon  G. 

4 gods  G.  5 lile  L. 


J Both  the  copies  concur  in  this  reading , 
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To  be  angry  and  frette; 

What,  and  if  one  had  fayed  fo  ? 

Let  fuch  triflyng  matters  go, 

And  be  good  to  mens  fief h for  al  that. 

J u vent  us.  He  kiffetb. 

To  kyffe  her  fince  fhe  came  I had  cleane  forgot : — • 

You  are  welcome  to  my  company. 

Abbominable  Living • 

Syr,  I thanke  you  moft  hartely ; 

By  your  kindnes  it  doth  apere. 

Hipocrifye. 

What  a hurly  burly  is  here  ! 

Smicke  fmacke,  and  all  this  gere  ! 

You  will  to  ticke  tacke, 1 I fere, 

If  you  2 had  time  : 

Well,  wanton,  well ; 

I wyffe,  I can  tel. 

That  fuch  fmocke  fmell 
Will  fet  your  nofe  out  of  tune. 

Abbominable  Living. 

What,  man  ? you  nede  not  to  fume, 

Seing  he  is  come  into  my  company  now  $ 

He  is  as  well  welcome  as  the  belt  of  you; 

And  if  it  lye  in  me  to  do  him  plefure. 

He  fhal  have  it  you  may  ye  fure. 

Felowjbip. 

Then  old  acquaintance  is  cleane  out  of  favour; 

Lo,  Frendjbyp , this  geare  goth  with  a Height ; 3 
He  hath  driven  us  twayne  out  of  conceite.j 
Hipocriji. 

Out  of  conceite,  quod  ha  ? no,  no ; 

I dare  wel  laye,  fhe  thynketh  not  fo  : ■ 

How  fay  you,  Unknqwen  Honeftie  ? 

Do  not  you  loye  Felozvjbip  and  me  ? 

i take  G,  2 thou  G.  3 afleigbt  G, 

Abbominable 
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Abhominable  Livyng • 

Ye,  by  the  mahe,  I love  you  al  thre ; 

But  yet  in  dede,  yf  I fhould  fay  the  truth, 

Amongelt  al  other  — welcome,  mayfler  Youth . 

Juventus . 

Ful  greatly  I do  delight  to  kiffe  your  pleikunt  mouth: 

[He  hijfeth  Abhom.  Liv. 

I am  not  able  your  kyndnes  to  recompence; 

I long  to  talke  with  you  fecretly,  therfore  let  us  go  hence. 
Abhominable  Livyng. 

I agre  to  that;  for  I would  not  for  twenty  pence,  f 
That  it  were  knowne  where  I have  bene. 

Hipocrifye . 

What,  and  it  were  knowne  ? it  is  no  deadly  1 fynne  : 
As  for  my  parte,  I do  not  greatly  care. 

So  that  they  fynd  not  your  proper  buttockes  bare. 
Abhominable  Lyvyng. 

Now  much  fye  upon  you  ; how  baudi  2 you  are  ! 

I woffe,  Frendfhip,  it  mought  3 have  been  fpoken  at 
twife  : 

What  thinke  you,  for  your  faying,  that  the  people  wil 
furmife  ? 

Juventus. 

Who  dare  be  fo  bold,  us  to  defpife  ? 

And  if  I may  heare  a knave  fpeake  one  worde, 

I wy  11  runne  thorpw  his  chekes  with  my  fword. 

. . FAowJhip . 

This  is  an  erneil  felow.of  Gods  worde  ; 

Se,  I pray  you,  how  he  is  difpofed  to  fyghte. 

Juventus . 

Why,  fhould  I not,  and  if  my  caufe  be  ryght  ? 

What,  and  if  a knave  do  me  begyle. 


1 it  where  no  daly  G.  2 badi  G. 

3 mouth  G. 


' I agre  to  that  j &c,  this  and  the  folkwing  line  is  given  to  Juventus  in 
, G-’s  copy , 

No. 
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Shal  I Hand  crouching  like  an  owle  ? 

No,  no ; then  you  might  count  me  a very  cowe ; 

I knowe  what  belongeth  to  Gods  lawe  as  well  as  you* 
Abbominable  Lyvyng . 

Your  wit  therin  greatly  I do  alowe  ; 

Por  and  yf  I were  a man,  as  you  are, 

I would  not  fticke  to  geve  a biowe, 

To  teache  other  knaves  to  beware, 

I befhrew  you  twife  and  if  you  do  fpare, 

But  lay  lode  on  the  flesfhe,  what  fo  ever  befal. 

You  have  ftrength  inough  to  do  it  with  all* 

Felozvjbip, 

Let  us  depart,  and  if  that  we  fhall ; 

Come  on,  maifters,  we  twayne  will  go  before, 

Juventus . 

Nay,  nay,  my  frynde,  Hoppe  there ; 

It  is  not  you,  that  fhall  have  her  awaye, 

She  fhall  go  with  me,  and  if  fhe  go  to  daye, 

Hipocrifye. 

She  will  1 go  with  none  of  you,  I dare  well  faye  $ 
Abhominable  Living . 

To  forfake  any  of  your  company  I wold  be  very 
loth  ; 

Therfore  I will  folow  you  all  thre, 

Hipocrifye . 

Now  I befhrew  his  herte,  that  to  that  wil  not  agree  $ 
But  yet  becaufe  the  time  fhal  not  feme  very  longe, 

Or  eare  we  departe  let  us  have  a mery  fonge. 

1 Shall  G. 


They 
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They  fynge  as  foloweth. 

WHY  fhould  not  youth  fulfyl  his  owne  mynde. 

As  the  courfe  of  nature  doth  him  bynde  ? 

Is  not  every  thyng  ordayned  to  do  his  kinde  ? 

Report  me  to  you,  reporte  me  to  you. 

Do  not  the  flouers  fprynge  frefhe  and  gaye, 

Plefaunt  and  fwete  in  the  month  of  i Maye  P 
And  when  their  time  cometh,  they  fayde  awaye. 

Report  me  to  you,  reporte  me  to  you. 

Be  not  the  trees  in  wynter  bare  ? 

Like  unto  their  kynde,  fuch  they  are ; 

And  when  they  fpringe,  their  fruites  declare. 

Report  me  to  you,  reporte  me  to  you. 

What  fhould  youth  do  with  the  fruites  of  age. 

But  live  in  pleafure  in  hys  2 paflage  ? 

For  when  age  commeth,  his  luftes  wyll  fwage. 

Report  me  to  you,  report  me  to  you. 

Why  fhuld  not  youth  fulfyl  his  owne  mynde, 

As  the  courfe  of  nature  doth  hym  bynde  ? &c. 

They  go  furth. 

1 of  omitted  G.  2 tbys  G. 
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Here  entretb  Good  Councell. 

0 mercyful  Lord,  who  can  feace  to  lamente, 

Or  kepe  his  hart  from  continual  mournynge. 

To  fe  how  Youth  fs  fallen  from  thy  word  and  teftament,  t 
And  wholly  enclined  to  Abhominable  Livings  ! 

He  lyveth  nothyng  accordyng  to  hys  profefiyng ; a 
But,  alas ! his  lyfe  is  to  thy  word  abufion. 

Except  thy  great  mercy,  to  his  utter  confu/ion. 

O,  where  is  now  3 the  godly  converfation, 

Which  fhuld  be  amonge  the  profeffours  J of  thy  worde  ! 
O,  where  may  a man  find  now  one  faythful  congre- 
gation, 4 

That  is  not  enfefted  with  diflention  or  difcorde  ? 

Or,  amongeft  whome  are  al  vices  utterly  abhorred  ! 5 
O,  where  is  the  brotherly  love  betwene  man  and  man  ! 
We  may  lamente  the  tyme  our  vyce  began. 

O,  where  is  the  peace  and  mekenes,  longe  fufferinge 
and  temperaunce, 

Which  are  the  fruites  of  Gods  holy  fpirit  ? 

With  whom  is  the  flesfhe  brought  under  obedience. 

Or,  who  readeth  the  fcripture  with  intent  to  folow  it  ? 
Who  ufeth  not  now  covetoufnes  and  difceite  ? 

Who  geveth  unto  the  poore,  that  which  is  due  ? 

I thinke,  in  this  world,  few  that  live  now. 

O,  where  is  the  godli  example,  that  parentes  fhuld 
geve 

Unto  their  yonge  familie,  by  godly  and  vertaous  living  ? 
Alas  ! how  wickedly  6 do  they  them  felves  live, 

1 and  teftament  omitted  G.  2 profejfton  G. 

3 now  omitted  G.  4 congregation  omitted  G. 

5 abhor d utterly  G.  6 wicked  G. 

J B oth  the  copies  read  profeflour. 
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Without  an y fear  of  God,  or  his  righteous  threatning  l 
They  have  no  refpe£l  unto  the  dreadful  rekenyng, 

Which  lhal  be  required  of  us,  when  the  Lord  ihall  come, 
As  a rightful  judge  at  the  day  of  dome. 

O,  what^a  joyful  fyght  was  it  for  to  fe, 

When  Youth  began  Gods  worde  to  embrace  ? 

Then  he  promifed  godly  Knowledge  and  me, 

That  from  our  inftru&ions  1 he  wold  nevej*  turn  his  face ; 
But  now  he  walketh,  alas ! in  the  ungodlies  chafe  ; 
Heaping  iinne  upon  finne,  vice  upon  vyce : 

Here  entreth  Juventus. 

He  that  liveth  molt  ungodly  is  counted  moll  wyfe. 

Juventus. 

Who  is  here  playing  at  the  dice  ? 

I heard  one  fpeake  of  fynnes  f and  lice ; 2 
His  wordes  did  me  entice  * 

Hither  to  come. 

Good  Councell. 

A,  Youth , Youth , whether  doeft  thou  runne  ? 

Greatly  I do  bewayle  thy  miferable  ellate  ; 

The  terrible  plagues,  which  in  Gods  law  are  written. 
Hang  over  thy  head  both  early  and  late  : 

0 flelhly  capernite,  llubburne  and  obllinate, 

Thou  haddes  lever  forfake  Chrifi , thy  faviour  and  kyng, 
Then  thy  Befhly  fwiniih  lulles,  and  Abhominable  Livings. 
Juventus m 

What,  old  hoorfon,  art  thou  a chiding  ? 

1 wil  play  a fpyrt,  why  Ihould  I not  ? 

I fet  noS|3  a mite  by  thy  checkyng  : 

i in  fir  u Elion  G.  2 cyce  G. 

3 not  omitted  G. 

Juventus,  coming  in  and  bearing  imperfectly  the  words  finne  and  vyce, 
•very  naturally  miftakes  them  for  terms  ufed  at  dice : we  may  prefume  therefore , 
that  the  genuine  reading  Jkould  he  cinque  and  fice. 
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What  haft  thou  to  do,  and  if  I lofe  my  cote  ? 

I wyll  triH  the  bones  while  I have  one  grote ; 

And,  when  there  is  no  more  inke  in  .the  pen, 

I wyll  make  a fhift,  i as  wel  as  other  men. 

Good  Councell. 

Then  I perceive,  you  have  forgotten  cleane 
The  promife,  that  you  made  unto  Knowledge  and  me  : 
You  fayd  fuche  flefhly  fruites  lhuld  not  be  fene ; 

But  to  Gods  word  your  lyfe  fhould  agre. 

Ful  true  be  the  wordes  of  the  prophet  Ofey , 

No  veritie  nor  knowledge  of  God  is  now  in  the  land. 
But  abhominable  vices  hath  gotten  the  upper  hand. 
Juventus . 

Your  mind  therin  I do  wel  underftand : 

You  go  about  my  living  to  defpyfe, 

put  you  wil  not  fe  the  beames  in  your  own  eies. 

Good  CGuncelL 

The  devil  hath  you  dilceived,  which  is  the  audtor  of 
lies. 

And  trapt  2 you  in  hys  fnare  of  wicked  Hipocrifye 
Therfore  al  that  ever  you  do  devife 
Js  to  maintayne  your  flelhly  libertie. 

Juventus. 

I mervaile,  why  you  do  this  reprove  me ; 

Wherin  do  I my  life  abufe  ? 

Good  CounceL 

Your  whole  converfacion  I may  well  accufe. 

As,  in  my  confcience,  juft  occafion  I fynde ; 

Therfore  be  not  offended,  although  I expreife  my  mind. 
✓ Juventus. 

By  the  maffe,  if  thou  tel  not  truth,  I wil  not  be  behind, 
To  touch  you,  as  wel  agayne. 

Good  Councell . 

For  this  thing  moft  chiefly  I do  complayne : 3 
Have  you  not  profefted  the  knowlege  of  Chrijles  gofpel  ? 
And  yet,  I thinke,  no  more  ungodlines  doth  raigne 

1 fi'yfe  G.  2 Jr  ape  G,  3 complaye  G. 
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In  any  wycked  heathen,  Turke , or  infidell ; 

Who  can  devife  that  finne  or  evil. 

That  you  pra&ife  n&t  from  day  to  daye  ? 

Yea,  and  count  it  nothyng  but  a jeft  or  a play* 

Alas ! what  wantonnes  remaineth  in  your  flefhe  f 
How  defjrous  are  you  to  accomplifh  your  owne  will  i 
What  pleafure  and  delight  have  you  in  wickednes ! 

How  diligent  are  you  your  Julies  to  fulfil  ? 

S.  Paul  faith,  that  you  ought  your  flefhly  luiles  to  kil  ; 
But  unto  his  teaching  your  life  ye  wyl  not  frame; 
Therfore  in  vayne  you  beare  a chriltians  name. 

Rede  the  v.  to  the  Galathians , and  there  you  fhal  fe. 
That  the  flesfh  rebelleth  agaynft  the  fpyrit, 

And,  that  your  own  flesfh  is  your  i molt  utter  2 enemy. 
If  in  your  foules  helth  you  do  delight  : 

The  time  were  to  long  now  to  recite, 

What  whordom,  uncleanes,  and  filthy  communicacion, 

I Is  difperfed  with  youth  in  every  congregacion. 

To  fpeke  of  pride,  envye,  and  abhominable  othes. 
They  are  the  common  pra&ifes  of  youth. 

To  avaunce  your  flelh,  you  cut  and  jagge  your  clothes. 
And  yet  ye  are  a great  gofpeller  in  the  mouth : 

What  fhali  I fay  for  this  blafpheming  3 the  truth  ? 

I wyl  fhew  you  what  S.  Paul  doth  declare, 

In  his  epiflle  to  the  Hebruesy  and  the  x chapiter. 

For  him,  fayth  he,  which  doth  willingly  fin  or  confent. 
After  he  hath  receyved  the  knowledge  of  the  veritie, 
Remaineth  no  more  facrifice,  but  a fearful  looking  for 
judgement. 

And  a terrible  4 fier,  which  fhal  confume  the  adverfary ; 
And  Cbrift  faith,  that  this  blafphemy 
Shal  never  be  pardoned  nor  forgiven, 

In  this  world,  nor  in  the  world  to  comer 

1 our  G.  2 veter  G,  3 plafpbemyng  G. 

4 trrible  G. 
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Juvenius.  He  lyeth  down . 

Alas,  alas ! what  have  I wrought  and  done  ! 

Here  in  this  place  I wil  fal  doune  defperate ; 

To  afke  for  mercy  now,  I know,  it  is  to  late. 

Alas,  alas  ! that  ever  I was  begat ! 

I wold  to  God,  I had  never  bene  borne  J 
A1  faithful  men,  that  behold  this  1 wretched  ftate. 

May  very  juftly  laugh  me  to  fcorne ; 

They  may  fay,  my  time  I have  evyl  fpent  and  worne, 
Thus  in  my  firfh  age  to  worke  my  owne  deftru&ion  : 

In  the  eternal  paynes  is  my  part  and  portion. 

Good  Co  uncell. 

Why,  Youth , art  thou  fallen  into  defperation  ? 

What,  man,  plucke  up  thine  heart,  and  rife. 

Although  thou  fe  nothyng  now,  but  thy'condempnation. 
Yet  it  may  pleafe  God  agayne  to  open  thy  eyes  : , 

Ah,  wretched  creature,  what  doefl  thou  furmife  ? 

Thinkeft  not,  that  Gods  mercy  doth  excede  thy  fynne? 
Remembre  his  Merciful  Promifes , and  comfort  thi  felf  in 
him. 

Juventus . 

G fir,  this  (late  is  fo  miferable,  the  which  I lye  in. 
That  my  comfort  and  hope  from  me  is  feparated  : 

I would  to  God,  I had  never  bene  ! 

Wo  worth  the  time,  that  ever  I was  created  ! 

Good  Councell. 

A fayre  vefiel,  unfaithful  and  feinte  hearted, 

Doeft  thou  thinke,  that  God  is  fo  mercyles, 

That,  when  the  finner  doth  repente,  and  is  converted. 
That  he  will  not  fulfyl  his  mercyful  promifes  ? 

Juventus . 

Alas,  fyr  ! I am  in  fuche  heavines. 

That  his  promifes  I cannot  remembre. 

Good  Councell . 

In  thy  wickednes  continue  no  lenger ; 


i his  L. 
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But  trufl  in  the  Lord  without  any  feare, 

And  his  Merciful  Promifes  fha.ll  fhortly  appears. 

Juvetitus. 

I would  beleve,  if  I might  them  heare, 
Wyth  al  my  heart,  power,  and  mynde. 

Good  Co  un  cell. 

The  living  God  hath  him  hether  affyned : 
Lo,  where  he  commeth  even  here  by, 

Therfore  marke  his  fayinges  diligently. 


Here  entretb  Gods  Mercyfull  Promifes. 

The  Lorde  by  hys  prophet  Ezecbiel , fayeth  in  this  wife 
playnly, 

As  in  the  xxxm  chapter  it  doth  appere : 

Be  converted,  o ye  children,  and  turne  unto  me. 

And  I fhal  remeady  the  caufe  of  your  departure ; 

And  alfo  he  fayeth  in  the  xvm  chapter, 

I do  not  delight  in  a finners  death. 

But  that  he  fhould  convert  and  live  : thus  the  Lord  favth. 
Juventus . 

Then  mull:  I geve  neither  creadite  nor  fayth 
Uuto  faint  Paules  fayinge,  which  thys  man  did  alege. 
Gods  Merciful  Promifes . 

Yes,  you  muft  credite  them,  accordyng  unto  know- 
ledge ; 

For  faint  Paul  fpeketh  of  thofe  which  refiile  the  truth  by 
vyolence, 

And  fo  end  theyr  lives  without  repentaunee. 

Thus  1 faint  Auguftine  2 doth  them  define. 

If  unto  the  Lordes  word  you  do  your  eares  encline. 

And  obferve  thefe  thinges  which  he  hath  commaundecf, 
This  finfull  Hate,  in  the  which  you  have  lien, 

Shal  be  forgotten  and  never  more  remembred : 

And  Cbrift  him  felfe  in  the  gofpell  hath  promifed, 

i This  L.  2 Aufine  G. 
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That  he  , which  in  him  unfaynedly  doth  beleve. 
Although  he  were  dead,  yet  fhal  he  live, 

Juventus.  He  rifetb. 

Thefe  comfortable  fayings  doth  me  greatly  move* 

To  arife  from  this  wretched  place. 

Gods  Mercyful  Promifes . 

For  me  his  mercy  fake  thou  (halt  optayne  his  grace, 
And  not  for  thine  owne  defertes,  this  mull  thou  knowe ; 
For  my  fake  alone,  he  fhal  receyve  folace ; 

For  my  fake  alone,  he  wil  the  mercy  fhew : 

Therfore  to  him,  as  it  is  molt  due, 

Geve  mofl  harty  thankes,  with  hart  unfayned, 

Whofe  name  for  ever  more  be  prayfed. 

Good  Councel. 

The  prodigal  fonne,  as  in  Luke  we  rede. 

Which  in  vicious  living  his  goodes  i doth  Waft, 

As  fone,  as  his  living  he  had  remembred. 

To  confeffe  his  wretchednes  he  was  not  agaft ; 

Whcrfore  his  father  lovingly  him  embraft, 

And  was  * right  joyfull,  the  text  fayth  playne, 

Becaufe  his  fone  was  returned  3 agayne. 

Juventus . 

O fynfull  flefh,  thy  pleafures  are  but  vayne : 

Now  I find  it  true,  as  the  fcripture  doth  faye, 

Brode  4 and  pleafaunt  is  the  path  which  ledeth  unto 
payne, 

But  unto  eternal  life  ful  narowe  is  the  waye.  J 
He  that  is  not  led  by  God’s  fpyrite,  furely  goeth  aftraye ; 
And  al,  that  ever  he  doth,  fhal  be  clene  abhorde. 
Although  he  bragge  and  boll  never  fo  much  of  God's 
word. 

0 fubtil  Sathan>  ful  deceitful  is  thy  fnare ; 

Who  is  able  thy  falfhed  to  difclofe  ? 

1 good  G.  2 as  G.  3 re  Lumen  G. 

4 Borde  L. 


I Mr.  Garrick's  copy  is  imptrftEl  ar.d  ends  at  this  mark. 
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What  is  the  man,  that  thou  doell  favour  or  fpare. 

And  doell  not  * tempt  him  eternal  joyes  to  lofe  ? 

Not  one  in  the  world,  furely  I fuppofe. 

Therfore  happy  is  the  man,  whych  doth  truely  wayte, 
Alwayes  to  refufe  thy  deceytful  and  crafty  bayte* 

When  I had  thought  to  lyve  moll  chrillyanly. 

And  folowed  the  lleppes  of  Knowled  and  Good  CGtincell, 

Ere  I was  ware,  thou  haddell  deceyved  me. 

And  brought  me  into  the  path,  which  leadeth  unto  hell : 
And  of  an  earnell  profelfor  of  Chrijles  gofpell,  ‘ 

Thou  madell  me  an  ypocrite,  blynd,  and  pervert. 

And  from  vertue  unto  vice  thou  hadll  cleane  turned  my 
hert. 

Firll,  by  Hipocri/ye  thou  diddefl  me  move. 

The  mortification  of  the  flefh  cleane  to  forfake* 

And  wanton  defyres  to  embrace  and  love; 

Alas  ! to  thynke  on  it  my  heart  doth  yet  quake : * 

Under  the  title  of  Frcndjbyp  to  me  he  fpake. 

And  fo  to  wicked  Felowjbip  dyd  me  brynge. 

Which  brought  me  cleane  to  Abhominabk  Living. 

Thus,  I fay,  Sathan  did  me  difceive, 

And  wrapped  me  in  finne  many  a fold; 

rI  he  lleppes  of  Good  Councel  I dyd  forfake  and  leave. 

And  forgot  the  words  which  before  to  me  he  told : 

The  fruites  of  a true  chrillian  in  me  waxed  cold; 

1 folowed  myne  owne  luftes,  the  flefhe  I did  not’tame. 
And  had  them  in  dirifion  which  would  not  do  the  fame* 
Yet  it  hath  pleafcd  God  of  his  endles  mercy. 

To  geve  me  refpite  my  Jyfe  to  amende; 

From  the  bottome  of  my  herte  I repent  my  iniquities 
I wyll  walke  in  hys  lawes  unto  my  lives  ende  : 

From  his  holy  ordinaunce  I will  never  dicend* 

But  my  whole  delight  dial  be  to  live  therin. 

Utterly  abhorring  al  filthines  and  fynne. 

I mot  L. 

* Al 
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* Al  Chriften  people  which  be  here  prefent, 

Maye  learnz  by  me,  hipocrife  to  know, 

Wythe' which  the  devil,  as  with  a poyfon  moft  peftilent, 
Dayly  feketh  al  men  to  overthrow  : 

Credite  not  al  thynges  unto  the  outward  fhew. 

But  trie  them  with  Gods  word,  that  fquire  and  rule  moil 
juft. 

Which  never  difceiveth  them,  that  in  him  put  their  truft. 

Let  not  flatteryng  frendfhyp,  nor  yet  wicked  company, 
Perfwade  you  in  no  wyfe,  Gods  word  to  abufe ; 

But  fe  that  ye  Hand  ftedfaftly  unto  the  viritie, 

And  according  to  the  rule  therof  your  doings  frame  and 
ufe, 

Neither  kindred  nor  fclowlhip  fhal  you  excufe, 

When  you  fhal  appere  before  the  judgement  feat, 

But  your  own  fecret  confcience  fhal  then  geve  an  audite. 

All  you  that  be  yong,  whom  I do  now  reprefent, 

Set  your  delite  both  day  and  nyght  on  Cbriftes  teftament : 
If  pleafure  you  tickle,  be  not  fickle,  and  fodenly  flyde. 
But  in  Gods  feare  every  where  fe  that  you  abide : 

In  your  tender  age  feke  for  knowledge,  and  after  wifdom 
rune, 

And  in  your  old  age  teache  your  familye,  to  do  as  you 
have  done : 

Your  bodyes  fubdue  unto  vertue,  delite  not  in  vaynity ; 
Say  not,  I am  yong,  I fhal  live  long,  left  your  dais 
fhortened  be  : 

Do  not  encline  to  fpend  your  time  in  wanton  toies  and  nyce* 
For  idlenes  doth  encreafe  much  wickednes  and  vycc : 

Do  not  delay  the  tyme,  and  fay,  my  ende  Is  not  nere  ; 
For  with  fhort  warning  the  Lords  coming  fhal  fodenli 
apere. 

God  give  us  grace,  his  word  to  embrace,  and  to  live 
therafter. 

That  bi  the  fame  his  holy  name  may  be  praifed  ever. 


* The  following  lines  beinr  torn  are  Med  up  by  conieElure  with  the  •words 
Printed  in  Italicks. 
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Good  Councel. 

Now  let  us  make  our  Applications  together. 

For  the  profperous  eftate  of  our  noble  and  vertuous  king, 
That  in  his  godly,  procedynges  he  may  Ail  perfever. 
Which  ieketh  the  glory  of  God  above  al  other  thing : 

O Lord,  endue  his  hert  with  true  underftanding, 

And  geve  him  a profperous  life  long  over  us  to  raigne, 
To  governe  and  rule  his  people  as  a worthy  ca ptayne. 
Juventus . 

Alfo,  let  us  pray  for  al  the  nobilitie  of  this  realme\ 
And,  namely,  for  thofe  whom  his  i grace  hath  au thorifei 
To  mayntayne  the  publike  wealth  over  us  and  them. 
That  they  may  fe  his  gracious  a&es  publilhed ; 

And  that  they,  being  truly  admonilhed. 

By  the  complaint  of  them  which  are  wrongfulli  opprcft 
May  feke  reformation,  and  fe  it  redreft. 

_ Good  Counsel. 

Then  lhall  this  land  enjoy  great  quietnes  &nd  reft: 

And  geve  unto  God  moll  herty  thanks  therfore. 

To  whom  be  honour,  prayfc  and  glory  for  evermore. 

1 is  L. 


Finis.  quod  R.  Wever* 
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GAMMER  GURTON’S  NEEDLE, 

— - is  the  firft  regular  comedy  in  our  language , and  was 
written  in  the  Jame  reign  as  the  preceding  morality  ; the  firjl 
edit  ion  y according  to  Mr . Oldys’  tables  ( MS.)  being  printed 
in  the  year  1551.  The  editor  has  not  been  Jo  fortunate  as  to 
meet  with  any  copy  previous  to  the  year  1661  y from  zvhich 
the  prefent  edition  is  given . It  appears  by  this  playy  that  the 
prattice  of  entertaining  the  audience  with  muftck  between  the 
a Els  prevailed  in  the  very  infancy  of  the  fage • See  the  end 
of  Aft  2. 

Into  the  town  will  /,  my  frendes  to  vyfit  there. 

And  hether  fraight  again  to  fee  th'  end  of  this  gere . 

In  the  7nean  time,  felowesy  pype  up  your  fidles , I fay 
take  them , 

And  let  your  friends  here  fuch  mirth  as  ye  can  make 
them . 


THE 


PROLOGUE. 


/IS  Gammer  Gurton,  with  many  a wide  fliche , 

# Sat  peflng  and  patching  of  Hodge  her  man  s briche  ; 
By  chance  or  misfortune , as  Jhe  her  gear  tofly 
Jn  Hodge  lether  briches  her  nedle  Jhe  lojl. 

When  Diccon  the  bedlam  had  hard  by  report 9 
That  good  Gammer  Gurton  was  rob’d  in  this  fort , 

He  quietlie  perfwaded  with  her  in  that  founds 
Dame  Chat  her  dear  gojfip  this  nedle  had  found . 

Yet  knew  Jhe  no  more  of  this  matter  ( alas ) 

Then  knoweth  T om  our  clarke  what  the priejl  faith  at 
Hereof  there  enfued  fo  fearful  a fr  ay , 

Mas  Doctor  was  fent  for  thefe  gojfips  to  flay ; 

Becaufe  he  was  curate , and  efeemed  full  wife , 

JVho  found  that  he  fought  not , by  Diccon’s  device . 
When  all  things  were  tombled  and  clean  out  of  fajfion . 
IVhether  it  were  by  fortune , or  fome  other  conjlellation , 
Sodenlie  the  nedle  Hodge  found  by  the  prickings 
And  drew  out  his  buttocke , where  he  found  it  flicking* 
Their  hearts  then  at  refl  with  p erf  eft  fecurity , 

With  a pot  of  good  nale  they  flroak  up  their  plaudity . 


The 


The  Names  and  Speakers  of  this 

COMEDY. 


D I C C O N,  the  Bedlam. 

Hodge,  Gammer  Gur ton’s  Servant. 

T y b.  Gammer  G u R t o n’s  Maid. 
Gammer  Gurton. 

Cock,  Gammer  Gurton’s  Boy. 

Dame  Chat. 

Dorlor  Rat,  the  Curate, 

Mayjler  B A iiy. 

Doll,  Dame  Chat’s  Mayd. 
Scapethryft,  Mayjler  Bailey’s  Servant. 
Mutes. 


GOD  fave  the  King. 
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The  first  Act,  The  first  Sceane. 

Dice  on. 

MANY  a mile  have  I walked,  divers  and  fundry 
' waics. 

And  many  a good  man’s  houfe  have  bin  at  in  my 
days. 

Many  a goflip’s  cup  in  my  time  have  I tailed. 

And  many  a broche  fpite  have  I both  turned  and  balled. 
Many  a peece  of  bacon  have  I had  out  of  their  balkes. 

In  running  over  the  country,  with  and  long  wery  walkes. 
Yet  came  my  foot  never  within  thofe  door  cheekes. 

To  feck  flelh  or  fifh,  garlike,  onions,  or  leekes. 

That  ever  I faw  a fort  in  fuch  a plight. 

As  here  within  this  houfe  appeareth  to  my  light, 

There  is  a howling  and  fcowling,  all  call  in  a dumpe, 
With  whewling  and  pewling,  as  though  they  had  loll  a 

trujnpj 

Sighing  and  fobbing,  they  weep  and  they  wail. 

I marvel  in  my'mind,  what  the  devil  they  ail. 

The  old  trot  fits  groning,  with  alas,  and  alas, 

And  Tib  wrings  her  hands,  and  takes  on  in  worfe  cafe. 
With  poor  Cocke  their  boy,  they  be  driven  in  fuch  fit Sj 
l fear  me  the  folkes  be  not  well  in  their  wits. 
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Afk  them  what  they  ail,  or  who  brought  them  in  this  hay  ? 
They  anfwer  not  at  all,  but  alacke  and  welaway. 

When  I faw  it  booted  not,  out  at  doors  I hied  me. 

And  caught  a flip  of  bacon,  when  I faw  that  none  fpied 
me, 

Which  I intended  not  far  hence,  unlefs  my  promife  fail. 
Shall  ferve  for  a fhoinghorn  to  draw  on  two  pots  of  ale. 


The  first  Act.  Tee  second  Sceane. 

Hodge.  Diccon. 

t 

Hodge . 

Se,  fo  cham  arayed  with  dabling  in  the  dirt ! 

She  that  fet  me  to  ditching,  ich  wold  fhe  had  the  fquirt. 
Was  never  poor  foul  that  fuch  a life  had  ! 

Gog’s  bones,  this  vilthy  glay  hafe  dreft  me  too  bad. 
God’s  foul,  fee  how  this  ftufte  tears  ? 

Ich  were  better  to  be  a bareward,  and  fet  to  keep  bares. 
By  the  maffe,  here  is  a gasfhe,  a fhamcfull  hole  indead. 
And  one  ftich  tear  furder,  a man  may  thrufl  in  his  head, 
/ Die  con. 

By  my  father’s  foul,  Hodge , if  I fhuld  now  be  fworn, 

I cannot  chufe  but  fay  thy  breech  is  foul  betorn  : 

But  the  next  remedy  in  fuch  a cafe  and  hap. 

Is  to  plaunche  on  a piece  as  brod  as  thy  cap. 

Hodge . 

Gog’s  foul,  man,  ’tis  not  yet  two  daies  fully  ended. 
Since  my  dame  Gurton  (cham  fure)  thefe  breches  amended. 
But  cham  made  fuch  a drudge  to  trudge  at  every  need, 
Chwold  rend  it,  though  it  were  hitched  with  flurdy 
packthreed. 

Die  con. 

Hodge , let  thy  breeches  go,  and  fpeak  and  tell  me  foon, 
\Yhat  devil  aileth  gammer  Gurton , and  Tib  her  maid  to 
frown. 


Hodge . 
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Hodge . 

Tufh,  man,  th’  art  deceived,  ,tis  their  daily  looke : 

They  cover  fo  over  the  coles,  their  eies  be  blear’d  with 
jfmooke. 

Die  con. 

Nay,  by  the  mafle,  1 perfectly  perceived  as  I came 
hether,  ) - 

That  either  Tib  and  her  dame  hath  been  by  the  ears 
together. 

Or  els  as  great  a matter,  as  thou  fhal't  fhortly  fe, 

Hodge . ' 

Now  ich  befeech  our  Lord  they  never  better  agree. 

Die  con. 

By  Gog’s  foul,  there  they  fit  as  flill  as  Hones  in  the 
ftreet, 

As  tuough  they  had  been  taken  with  Tome  fairies,  or  els 
with  fome  ill  fpreet. 

Hodge. 

Gog’s  hart,  I durft  have  laid  my  cap  to  a crown, 

Ch’  would  learn  of  fome  praneome  as  foon  as  ich  cham  to 
town. 

Die  con. 

Why,  Hodget  art  thou  infpired  ? or  didft  thou  thereof 
here  ? 

Hodge. 

Nay,  but  ich  faw  fuch  a wounder,  as  ich  faw  not  this 
feven  year. 

Tome  Tankards  cow,  (be  gog’s  bones,)  fhe  fet  me  up  her 
fail, 

And  flinging  about  his  halfe  aker,  hiking  with  her  tail. 

As  though  there  had  been  in  her  arfe  a fwarm  of  bees ; 

And  chad  not  cryed  tphrowh  hoor,  fhea’d  lept  out  of  his 
lees. 

Die  con. 

Why,  Hodge9  lies  the  conning  in  Tom  Tankard's  cowe’s 
tail  ? 

Hedge . 

Well,  ich  chave  hard  fome  fay  fuch  tokens  do  not  fail. 

But 
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But  ca’ft  thou  not  tell,  in  faith,  Diccon,  why  Ihe  frowns, 
or  whereat  ? 

Hath  no  man  ftoln  her  ducks,  or  hens,  or  gelded  Gib  her 
cat  ? 

Diccon. 

What  devil  can  I tell,  man,  I cold  not  have  one  word. 

They  gave  no  more  heed  to  my  talke  then  thou  woldft  to 
a lord. 

Hodge. 

Ich  cannot  Hill  but  mufe,  what  merveilous  thing  it  is : 

Chill  in  and  know  my  felf  what  matters  are  amife. 

Diccon. 

Then  fare  well,  Hodge,  a while,  fince  thou  doll  inward 
hall, 

For  I will  into  the  good  wife  Chads,  to  feel  how  the  ale 
doth  tall. 


* The  first  Acte,  The  third  Sceane. 

Hodge.  Tib. 

Hodge. 

Cham  agaft,  by  the  matte,  ich  wot  not  what  to  do; 
Chad  need  blelfe  me  well  before  ich  go  them  to  : 
Perchaunce,  fome  fellon  fpirit  may  haunt  our  houfe 
indeed. 

And  then  chwere  but  a noddy  to  venter  cha  no  need. 

Tib . 

Cham  worfe  then  mad,  by  the  malfe,  to  be  at  this  Hay. 
Cham  chid,  chain  blamd,  and  beaten  all  thours  on  the 
day. 

Lamed  and  hunger  llorved,  pricked  up  all  in  jagges. 
Having  no  patch  to  hide  my  backe,  fave  a few  rotten 
ragges.x 

Hodge. 

I fay,  Tib , if  thou  be  Tib,  as  I trow  fure  thou  be. 
What  devil  make  a do  is  this  between  our  dame  and  thee  ? 

Tib. 
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Tib. 

Gog’s  bread,  Hodge , thou  had  a good  turn  thou  wart 
not  here  this-while ; 

It  had  ben  better  for  fome  of  us  to  have  ben  hence  a mile  : 
My  gammer  is  fo  out  of  courfe,  and  frantike  all  at  once. 
That  Cocke , our  boy,  and  I poor  wench,  have  felt  it  on 
our  bones. 

Hodge . 

What  is  the  matter,  fay  on,  Tib,  whereat  Hie  taketh  fo 
on  ? 

Tib . 

She  is  undone,  fhe  faith,  (alas)  her  joy  and  life  is  gone  : 
If  Ihe  here  not  of  fome  comfort,  fhe  is  faith  but  dead, 
Shall  never  come  within  her  lips,  on  inch  of  meat  ne 
bread. 

Hedge . 

Bir  ladie,  cham  not  very  glad  to  fee  her  in  this  dumpe  ; 
Chold  a noble,  her  Hole  hath  fallen,  and  fhe  hath  broke 
her  rumpe. 

Tib. 

Nay,  and  that  were  the  word:,  we  wold  not  greatly  care. 
For  burfting  of  her  huckle  bone,  or  breaking  of  her  chair. 
But  greater,  greater  is  her  grief,  as,  Hodge , we  /hall  all 
feel, 

Hodge. 

Gog’s  wounds,  Tib , my  gammer  has  never  loll  her 
neele  ? 

Tib. 

Her  neele. 

Hodge. 

Her  neele  ? 

Tib. 

Her  neele,  by  him  that  made  me;  it  is  true,  Hodge, 

I tell  tiiee. 

Hodge . 

God’s  facrament  l I would  Ihe  had  loft  tharte  out  of 
her  belly, 


The 
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The  devil,  or  els  Ins'  dame,  they  ought  her  fure  a fhame^ 

How  a murrion  came  this  chaunce,  (fay,  Tib ,)  unto  our 
dame  ? 

Tib. 

My  gammer  fat  her  down  on  the  pes,  and  bad  me  reach 
thy  breches. 

And  by  and  by,  a vengeance  on  it,  or  fhe  had  take  two 
hitches 

To  clout  upon  thine  ars,  by  chaunce  afide  fhe  lears. 

And  Gib  our  cat,  in  the  milk-pan,  fhe  fpied  over  head 
and  ears. 

A,  hoor,  out,  theefe  fhe  cried  aloud,  and  fwapt  the  breeches 
down. 

Up  went  her  flafFe,  and  out  leapt  Gib  at  doors  into  the 
town  : 

And  fince  that  time  was  never  wight  cold  fet  their  eies 
upon  it. 

God’s  malifon,  chave  Cocke  and  I bid  twentie  times  light 
on  it. 

Hodge . 

And  is  not  then  my  breches  fewid  up,  to  morrow  that 
I fhuld  wear  ? 

Tib. 

No,  in  faith,  Hodge , thy  breches  lie,  for  all  this  never 
the  near, 

Hodge. 

Now  a vengeance  light  on  al  the  fort,  that  better  fhold 
have  kept  it ; 

The  cat,  the  houle,  and  Tib  our  maid,  that  better  fhold 
have  fwept  it. 

Se,  where  fhe  cometh  crawling  ! Come  on,  in  twenty 
devils  way ; 

Yc  have  made  a fair  dale’s  worke,  have  you  not  r pray 
you,  fay. 
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The  first  Acte.  The  fourth  Sceane. 

Gammer.  Hodge.  Til?.  Cocke. 

Gammer. 

Alas,  alas,  I may  well  curfe  and  ban 

This  day,  that  ever  I faw  it,  with  Gib  and  the  milke  pan. 

For  thefe,  and  ill  lucke  together,  as  knoweth  Cocke  my 
boie, 

Have  ftacke  away  my  dear  neele,  and  rob’d  me  of  my  joie. 

My  fair  long  flraight  neele,  that  was  mine  only  trealure, 

-The  firil  day  of  my  i’orrow  is,  and  laft  of  my  pleafure. 

Hodge. 

Might  ha  kept  it  when  ye  had  it  ; but  fools  will  be 
fools  Hill : 

Lofe  that  is  vail  in  your  hands  ? ye  need  not,  but  ye  will. 

Gammer. 

Go  hie  thee,  Tib , and  run,  thou  hoor,  to  th’  end  here 
of  the  town. 

Didfl  carry  out  dull  in  thy  lap  ? feek  where  thou  porell  it 
down ; 

And  as  thou  fawefl  me  roking  in  the  afhes  where  I 
morned, 

So  fee  in  all  the  heap  of  dull  thou  leave  no  ftraw  unturned. 
Tib. 

That  chal,  Gammer9  fwithe  and  tite,  and  fone  be  here 
again. 

Gam?ner. 

Tib , Hoop  and  loke  down  to  the  ground  to  it,  and  take 
fome  pain. 

Hodge. 

Here  is  a prety  matter,  to  fee  this  gere  how  it  goes : 

By  .gog’s  foul,  1 think  you  wold  loes  your  arfe,  and  it 
were  loofe. 


Vo  L.  X. 
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Your  neele  loft  ? it  is  pitie  you  fliold  lacke  care  and  endlcs 
forrow. 

Gog’s  deth,  how  lhall  my  breches  be  fewid  ? ihall  I go 
thus  to  morow  ? 

Gammer . 

Ah,  Hodge , Hodge , if  that  ich  cold  find  my  neele,  by 
the  reed, 

Ch’ould  fow  thy  breches  ich  promife  the,  with  full  good 
double  threed, 

And  fet  a patch  on  either  knee,  lhull  laft  this  months  twain. 

Now  God,  and  faint  Sitbe , I pray,  to  fend  it  back  again. 

Hodge \ 

Whereto  ferved  your  hands  and  eies,  but  your  neele  to 
keep  ? 

What  devil  had  you  els  to  do  ? ye  keep,  ich  wot,  no  Iheep. 

Cham  fain  abrode  to  dig  and  delve,  in  water,  mire  and 
clay, 

Soiling  and  polling  in  the  durt,  ftill  from  daie  to  daie. 

A hundred  things  that  be  abrod,  cham  fet  to  fee  them 
weel $ 

And  four  of  you  fit  idle  at  home,  and  cannot  keep  a neele. 

Gammer . 

My  neele,  alas,  ich  loft,  Hodgey  what  time  ich  me  up 
hafted, 

To  fave  milk  fet  up  for  the,  which  Gib  our  cat  hath  wafted. 

Hodge . 

The  devil  he  burft  both  Gib  and  Tiby  with  all  the  reft ; 

Cham  alwaies  fure  of  the  worft  end,  whoever  have  the 
belt. 

Where  ha  you  ben  fidging  abrod,  fince  you  your  neele 
loft  ? 

Gammer . 

Within  the  houfe,  and  at  the  door,  fitting  by  this  fame 
poll; 

Where  I was  looking  a long  hour,  before  thefe  folke  came 
here ; 
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But,  welawaie ! all  was  in  vain,  my  neele  is  never  the 
near. 

Hodge. 

Set  me  a candle,  let  me  feek,  and  grope  where  ever 
it  be. 

Gog’s  heart,  ye  be  foolifh  ( ich  think ) you  know  it  not 
when  you  it  fee. 

Gammer. 

Come  hether,  Cocke ; what  Cocke , I fay, 

Cocke • 

How,  Gammer  ? 

Gammer. 

Go,  hie  thee  foon,  and  grope  behind  the  old  brolTe  pan, 

Which  thing  when  thou  haft  done. 

There  fhalt  thou  find  an  olde  fhoe,  wherein,  if  thou  lookc 
well. 

Thou  lhalt  find  lieng  an  inche  of  white  tallow  candell ; 

Light  it,  and  bring  it  rite  away, 

Cocke. 

That  fhalbe  done  anone. 

Gammer. 

Nay,  tary,  Hodgey  till  thou  haft  light,  and  then  wcel 
feek  ich  one. 

Hodge. 

Cum  away,  ye  horfon  boy,  are  ye  afleep  ? ye  muft  have 
a crier. 

Cocke . 

Ich  cannot  get  the  candle  light,  here  is  almoft  no  fire, 

Hodge. 

Chil  hold  the  peny,  chil  make  thee  come  if  ich  may 
catch  thine  ears. 

Art  deffe,  thou  horfon  boy  ? Cock , I fay,  why  canft  not 
heare’s  ? * 

Gammer. 

Beat  him  not,  Hodge , but  helpe  the  boy,  and  come  you 
two  together. 
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The  first  Acte.  The  fifth  Sceane. 

Gammer . Tib.  Cocke . Hodge . 

Gammer . 

How  now,  77,5  / quick,  lets  here,  what  news  thou  halt 
brought  hether  ? 

Tib. 

Chave  toll  and  tumbled  yonder  heap  over  and  over 
again, 

And  winowed  it  through  my  fingers,  as  men  wold  winow 
grain; 

Not  To  much  as  a hen’s  turd,  but  in  pieces  I tare  it. 

Or  what  fo  ever  clod  or  clay  I found,  I did  not  fpare  it. 

Looking  within  and  eke  without,  to  find  your  neele  (alas) 

But  all  in  vain,  and  without  help,  your  neele  is  where  it 
was. 

Gammer . 

Alas,  my  neele  we  fhall  never  meet ! adue,  adue  for 
aye. 

Tib. 

Not  fo,  Gammer , we  might  it  finde,  if  wc  knew  wdiere 
it  lay. 

Cocke. 

Gog’s  crofs,  Gammer>  if  ye  will  laugh,  look  in  but  at 
the  door, 

And  fee  how7  Hodge  lieth  tomblinge  and  tolling  amids  the 
floure. 

Raking  there,  fome  fyre  to  find  among  the  afhes  dead. 

Where  there  is  not  one  fparke  fo  big  as  a pin’s  head  : 

At  lafi:  in  a dark  corner  two  fparkes  he  thought  he  fees. 

Which  where  indede  nought  elfe,  but  Gib  our  cat’s  two 
eyes. 

Pulfe,  quod  Hodge>  thinking  thereby  to  have  fyre  without 
doubt ; 
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With  that  Gib  fhut  her  two  eyes,  and  fo  the  fyre  was  out; 
And  by  and' by  them  opened,  even  as  they  were  before. 
With  that  the  fparkes  appered  even  as  they  had  done  of 
yore ; 

And  even  as  JF lodge  blew  the  fire  as  he  did  thinck, 

Gib , as  fhe  felt  the  blafl,  flraight  way  began  to  wincke; 
Ti\l  Hodge  fell  of  fwering,  as  came  bed  to  his  turn. 

The  her  was  fure  bewicht,  and  therefore  would  not  burn  : 
At  lafl  Gib  up  the  flayers,  among  the  old  pofles  and  pins. 
And  Hodge  he  hied  him  after,  til  broke  were  both  his 
fhins : 

Curling  and  fwearing  oths,  were  never  of  his  making. 
That  Gib  would  fire  the  houfe,  if  that  fhe  were  not  taken. 

Gammer . 

See  here  is  all  the  thought  that  the  foolifh  urchio 
taketh  ! 

And  Tib  methink  at  his  elbow,  almofl  as  mery  maketh. 
This,  is  all  the  wit  ye  have  when  others  make  their 
mone. 

Come  down,  Hodge , where  art  thou  ? and  let  the  cat 
alone. 

Hodge . 

Gogs  heart,  help  and  come  up,  Gib  in  her  taile  hath 
fire. 

And  is  like  to  burn  all  if  fhe  get  a little  hier  : 

Cum  down  (quoth  you  ?)  nay,  then  you  might  count  me 
a patch, 

The  houfe  cometh  down  on  your  heads  if  it  take  ons  the 
thatch. 

Gammer . 

It  is  the  cat’s  eyes,  fool,  that  fhineth  in  the  dark. 
Hodge. 

Hath  the  cat,  do  you  think,  in  every  eye  a fpark  ? 
Gammer . 

No,  but  they  fhine  as  like  fire  as  ever  man  fee. 

Hodge. 

By  the  mafs,  and  fhe  burn  all,  youfh  bear  the  blams 
for  me. 

M a 
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Gammer . 

Cum  down  and  help  to  feek  here  our  neel  that  it  were 
found ; 

Down,  Tib9  on  thy  knees,  I fay;  down  Cock  to  the 
ground. 

To  God  I make  a vow,  and  fo  to  good  faint  Anne, 

A candel  lhall  they  have  a peece,  get  it  where  I can. 

If  I may  my  neel  finde  in  one  place  or  in  other. 

Hodge. 

Now  a vengeaunce  on  Gib  light,  on  Gib  and  Gib's 
mother, 

And  all  the  generation  of  cats  both  far  and  nere  ! 

Look  on  the  ground,  horfon,  thinks  thou  the  neel  is 
here  ? 

Cocke . 

By  my  trouth.  Gammer , me  thought  your  nedle  here  I 
faw. 

But  when  my  fingers  toucht  it,  I felt  it  was  a ft*;aw. 

Tib. 

See,  Hodge,  what’tis;  may  it  not  be  within  it? 

Hodge. 

preak  it,  fool,  with  thy  hand,  and  fee  and  thou  canft 
finde  it. 


Tib . 

Nay,  break  it  you,  Hodge,  according  to  your  word. 
Hodge . 

Gog’s  fides,  fie  ! it  ftincks : it  is  a cat’s  tourd : 

It  were  well  done  to  make  thee  eat  it,  by  the  mafs. 
Gammer . 

This  matter  amendeth  not,  my  neel  is  ftill  where  it 
wafs. 

Our  candle  is  at  an  ende,  let  us  all  in  quight, 

And  come  another  time,  when  we  have  more  light. 
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The  second  Acte. 

Firft  a Sonc. 

Back  and  fide  go  bare,  go  bare, 
booth  foot  and  hande  go  colde : 

But  belly,  God  fend  thee  Good  ale  ynoughe, 
whether  it  be  new  or  old. 

I Can  not  eat,  but  little  meat, 
my  ftomack  is  not  good ; 

But  fure  I think,  that  I can  drink 
with  him  that  weares  a hood. 

Though  I go  bare,  take  ye  no  care, 

I am  nothing  a colde ; 

I ftuffe  my  {kin  fo  full  within, 
of  joly  good  ale  and  old. 

Back  and  fide  go  bare,  go  bare, 
booth  foot  and  hand  go  cold : 

But  belly,  God  fend  the  good  ale  inoughe, 
whether  it  be  new  or  old. 

I love  no  roft,  but  a nut-brown  tofle, 
and  a crab  laid  in  the  fire, 

A little  bread  fhall  do  me  head, 
much  bread  I not  defire. 

No  frofte  nor  fnow,  no  winde,  I trow, 
can  hurte  me  if  I wolde, 

I am  fo  wrapt,  and  throwly  lapt 
of  joly  good  ale  and  old. 

Back  and  fide  go  bare,  &c. 

And 
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And  Tib  my  wife,  that  as  her  life 
loveth  well  good  ale  to  feek. 

Full  ofte  drinkes  fliee,  fill  ye  may  fee 
the  teares  run  down  hejr  cheeke ; 

Then  dooth  lhe  trowle  to  me  the  bowlc, 
even  as  a mault  worm  fhuld; 

And  faith,  fweet  heart,  I took  my  part 
of  this  joly  good  ale  and  old. 

Back  and  fide  go  bare,  &c. 

Now  let  them  drink,  till  they  nod  and  wink, 
even  as  good  fellows  fhould  do. 

They  fhall  not  mifie  to  have  the  blifie 
good  ale  doth  bring  men  to : 

And  all  poor  fouls  that  have  fcowred  boules, 
or  have  them  luftely  troldc, 

God  fave  the  lives  of  them  and  their  wives 
whether  they  be  yong  or  old* 

Back,  and  fide  go  bare,  &c. 


The  first  Sceane, 

Diccon  y and  Hodge . 

Diccon . 

Well  done,  by  Gog’s  malt,  well  fong  and  well  faid; 
Come  on,  mother  Chaty  as  thou  art  true  maid. 

One  frefh  pot  of  ale  let’s  fee,  to  make  an  end 
Againffc  this  cold  wether,  my  naked  arms  to  defend  : 
This  gere  it  warms  the  foul;  now,  wind,  blow  on  thy 
worft, 

And  let  us  drink  and  fwill  till  that  our  bellies  burfie. 
Now  were  he  a wife  man,  by  cunning  cold  define 
Which  way  my  journey  lyeth,  or  where  Diccon  will  dine : 
But  one  good  turn  I have,  be  it  by  night  or  day, 

South,  eaft,  north  or  welt,  I am  never  out  of  my  way. 

Hodge » 
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Hodge* 

Chym  goodly  rewarded,  cham  I not,  do  you  thincke  ? 

Chad  a goodly  dinner  for  ail  my  fweat  and  fwincke ; 

Neither  butter,  cheefe,  milk,  onyons,  flefh  nor  fiih. 

Save  this  poor  piece  of  barly  bread,  tis  a pleafant  collly 

difh. 

Die  con. 

Hail,  fellow  Hodg , and  well  to  fare  with  thy  meat,  if 
thou  have  any : 

Put  by  thy  words,  as  I them  fmeled,  thy  daintrehs  be  not 
many. 

Hodge, 

Daintrels,  Diccon ! Gogs  foul,  man,  fave  this  pece  of 
dry  hor/bred, 

Cha  byt  no  bit  this  live-long  day,  no  crome  come  in  my 
hed  : 

My  guts  they  yawle,  crawle,  and  all  my  belly  rumbleth, 

The  puddings  cannot  lie  ftill,  ech  one  over  other 
tumbleth, 

By  gog’s  hart,  cham  fo  vexte,  and  in  my  belly  pend, 

Chould  one  peece  were  at  the  fpittlehoufe,  another  at 
the  caflel’s  end. 

Diccon. 

Why,  Hodg , was  there  none  at  home  thy  dinner  for  to 
let  ? 

Hodge. 

Gogs  bread,  Diccon , ich  came  to  late,  was  nothing  ther 
to  get : 

Gib  (a  foul  feind  might  on  her  light)  lickt  the  milk  pan 
fo  clen ; 

See,  Diccon , ’twas  not  fo  well  wallit  this  feven  yere,  as  ich 
wene. 

A peflilence  light  on  al  ill  luck,  chad  thought  yet  for  all 
this 

Of  a morfel  of  bacon  behind  the  dore,  at  worft  fhould  not 
mifs  ,* 


Eut 
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But  when  ich  fought  a flip  to  cut,  as  ich  was  wont  to  do, 

Gogs  foul,  Diccon , Gib  our  cat  had  eat  the  bacon  to  ! 

[ Which  bacon  Diccon  ft  ole ^ as  is  declared  before . 

Diccon . 

Ill  luck,  quod  he  ? may  fwere  it,  Hodg , this  day  the 
truth  to  tell. 

Thou  rofe  not  on  thy  right  fide,  or  elfe  bleft  thee  not 
well. 

Thy  milk  flopt  up  ! thy  bacon  filch’d  ! that  was  to  bad 
luck,  Hodg. 

Hodge. 

Nay,  nay,  there  was  a fowler  fault,  my  gammer  ga  me 
the  bodg : 

Seeft  not  how  cham  rent  and  torn,  my  heels,  my  knees, 
and  my  breech  ? 

Chad  thought  as  ich  fat  by  the  fire,  help  here  and  there 
a flitch ; 

But  there  ich  was  powpte  indeed. 

Diccon , 

Why,  Hodg? 

Hodge. 

Boots  not,  man,  to  tell ; 

Cham  fo  dreft  amonfl  a fort  of  fooles,  chad  better  be  in 
hell, 

My  gammer  (cham  afliamed  to  fay)  by  God,  ferved  me 
not  well. 

Diccon . 

How  fo,  Hodg  ? 

Hodge . 

Hafe  flie  not  gone,  troweft  now,  and  loft  her  neele  ? 

Diccon . 

Her  eele,  Hodg  ! who  fiflit  of  late  ? that  was  a dainty 
dilh. 


Hodge . 

Tufh,  tufli,  her  neele,  her  neele,  her  neele,  man;  tys 
neither  flefli  nor  fifli, 

A lytle  thing  with  an  hole  in  the  ende,  as  bright  as  any 
fyller. 


Small 
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Small,  long,  fharp  at  the  point,  and  flraight  as  any  piller. 

Die  con. 

I know  not  what  a devil  thou  meneft,  thou  bringfl  me 
more  in  doubt. 

Hodge. 

Knowefl  not  what  Tom  tailer’s  man  fits  broching  thro* 
a clout  ? 

A neele,  a neele,  a neele,  my  gammer’s  neele  is  gone. 

Die  con. 

Her  neele  ! Hodgy  now  I fmell  thee,  that  was  a chauncc 
alone : 

By  the  mafs,  thou  hadft  a ihameful  lofs,  and  it  were  but 
for  thy  breches. 

Hodge. 

Gogs  foul,  man,  chould  give  a crown,  chad  it  but  three 
flitches. 

Diccon . 

How  fay’ll  thou,  Hcdg?  what  fhuld  he  have,  again  thy 
nedle  got  ? 

Hodge . 

Be’m  vather’s  foul,  and  chad  it,  chould  give  him  a new 
grot. 

Diccon . 

Canfl  thou  keep  counfaile  in  this  cafe  ? 

Hodge. 

Els  chwold  my  tong  were  out. 

Diccon. 

Do  thou  but  then  by  my  advife,  and  I wil  fetch  it 
without  doubt. 

Hodge. 

Chyll  run,  chyll  ride,  chyll  dygge,  chyll  delve, 
chyll  toyle,  chyll  trudge,  fhalt  fee  ; 

Chyll  hold,  chyll  draw,  chyll  pull,  chyll  pynch, 
chyll  kneel  on  my  bare  knee  5 

Chyll  ferape,  chyll  fcratch,  chyll  fyfte,  chyll  feek, 
chyll  bow,  chyll  bend,  chyll  fweat, 

Chyll  floop,  chyll  flur,  chyll  cap,  chyll  knele, 
chyll  crep  on  hands  and  feet ; 


Chyll 
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Chyll  be  thy  bondman,  Diccon , ich  fwear  by  fun  and 

moon. 

And  channot  fumwhat  to  Hop  this  gap,  chain  utterly 
undone.  [ Pointing  behind  to  his  torn  breeches . 

Diccon. 

Why,  is  ther  any  fpecial  caufe  thou  takeft  hereat  fuch 
forow  ? 

- Hodge . 

Kirjitan  Clacks  Tom  Simfotfs  maid,  by  the  mafs  come 
hether  to  morrow ; 

Cham  not  able  to  fay,  between  us  what  may  hap, 

She  trailed  on  me  the  lail  funday  when  ich  put  off  ijiy 
cap. 

Diccon. 

Well,  Hodg , this  is  a matter  of  weight,  and  mult  be 
kept  clofe. 

It  might  els  turn  to  both  our  coftes,  as  the  world  now 
gofe. 

Shalt  fware  to  be  no  blab,  Hodg . 

Hodge . 

Chill,  Diccon . 

Diccon . 

Then  go  to, 

Lay  thine  hand  here,  fay  after  me,  as  thou  fhalt  here  me 

do. 

Hail  no  book  ? 

Hodge . 

Cha  no  book,  I. 

Diccon . 

Then  needs  mull  force  us  both, 

Upon  my  breech  to  lay  thine  hand,  and  there  to  take 
thine  oth. 

Hodge* 

I LJ^rbreechelefs, 

Swear  to  Diccon  rechelefs 
By  the  crofs  that  I fhall  kifs, 

To  keepe  his  counfaile  clofe, 


And 
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And  always  me  to  difpofe 

To  work  that  his  pleasure  is.  } 

4 [ Here  be  kijfctb  Die  con’s  Ireech* 
Dice  cm. 

Now,  Hodg,  fee  thou  take  heed, 

And  do  as  I thee  bid; 

For  fo  I judge  it  meet,  r 

This  nedle  again  to  win. 

There  is  no  ihift  therein. 

But  conjure  up  a fpreet. 

Hedge. 

What,  the  great  devil,  Diccon , 1 fay  ? 

Die  con. 

Yea,  in  good  faith,  that  is  the  way, 

Fet  with  fome  prety  charm. 

Hodge . 

Soft,  Diccon , be  not  to  hafty  yet. 

By  the  mafs,  for  ich  begin  to  fweat, 

Cham  afraid  of  fome  harm. 

Diccon. 

Come  hether  then,  and  ftur  the  nat 
One  inche  out  of  this  cyrcle  plat, 

But  Hand  as  I thee  teach. 

Hodge . 

And  fhall  ich  be  here  fafe  from  their  clawes  f 
Diccon. 

The  mayfter  devil  with  his  longe  pawes 
Here  to  thee  cannot  reache. 

Now  will  I fettle  me  to  this  geare. 

Hodge. 

I fay,  Diccon , hear  me,  hear : 

Go  foftly  to  this  matter. 

Diccon . 

What  devil,  man,  art  afraid  of  nought  ? 

Hodge . 

Canft  not  tarry  a little  thought. 

Till  ich  make  a curtelie  of  water  ? 


Diccon. 
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Die  con. 

Stand  ftill  to  it,  why  Ihuldeft  thou  fear  him  ? 
Hodge. 

Gog’s  tides,  Diccon , me  think  ich  hear  him. 

And  tarry  chall  more  all. 

Diccon. 

The  matter  is  no  worfe  then  I told  it. 

Hodge. 

By  the  matie,  cham  able  no  longer  to  hold  it. 
So  bad,  ich  mult  beraye  the  hall. 

Diccon. 

Stand  to  it,  Hodge , fture  not,  you  horfon. 
What  devil,  be  thine  ars  ilringes  bruften  ? 

Thy  felf  a while  but  itay, 

The  devil,  I fmell  him,  will  be  here  anone. 

Hodge. 

Hold  him  fall,  Diccon , cham  gone,  cham  gone, 
Chil  not  be  at  that  fraye. 


The  second  Act.  The  second  Sceane. 

Diccon.  Chat. 

Diccon. 

Fy,  fhitten  knave,  and  out  upon  thee ! 

Above  all  other  loutes,  fie  on  thee  ! 

Is  not  here  a clenly  prancke  ? 

But  thy  matter  was  no  better. 

Nor  thy  prefence  here  no  fweter. 

To  flye  I can  thee  thank. 

Here  is  a matter  worthy  glofing 
Of  Gammer  Gurtoris  nedle  lofing, 

And  a foul  peece  of  wark : 

A man,  I thincke,  might  make  a play, 

And  nede  no  word  to  this  they  fay, 

Being  but  halfe  a dark. 

Soft, 
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Soft,  let  me  alone,  I will  take  the  charge, 

This  matter  further  to  enlarge 
Within  a time  fhort ; 

If  ye  will  mark  my  toyes,  and  note, 

I will  give  ye  leave  to  cut  my  throte 
If  I make  not  good  fport. 

Dame,  Chat , I fay ; where  be  ye,  within  ? 

Chat . 

Who  have  we  there  maketh  fuch  a din  ? 

Die  con. 

Here  is  a good  fellow,  maketh  no  great  daunger. 

Chat . 

What,  Diccon  ? come  nere,  ye  be  no  ilraunger : 

We  be  fail  fet  at  trump,  man,  hard  by  the  fire; 

Thou  ihalt  fet  on  the  king,  if  thou  come  a little  nyer, 
Diccon , 

Nay,  nay,  there  is  no  tarying:  I muil.be  gone  again; 
But  firit  for  you  in  councel  I have  a wojd  or  twain. 

Chat. 

Come  hether,  Dol;  Dol \ fit  down  and  play  this  game. 
And  as  thou  faweil  me  do,  fee  thou  do  even  the  fame: 
There  is  five  trumps  befides  the  queen,  the  hindmoil  thou 
ihalt  finde  her. 

Take  hede  of  Sim  Glover's  wife,  ihe  hath  an  eye  behind 
her. 

Now,  Diccon , fay  your  will. 

Diccon . 

Nay,  foft  a little  yet, 

I would  not  tell  my  filler,  the  matter  is  fo  great. 

There  I will  have  you  fwear  by  our  dere  lady  of 
Bullaine , * 

Saint  Dunjione  and  faint  Donnyke , with  the  three  kings  of 
Kullain , 

That  ye  lhall  keep  it  fecret. 

* Probably,  lady  Ann  Bullen, 


Chatl 
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Chat . 

Gog’s  bread,  that  will  I doo. 

As  fecret  as  mine  own  thought,  by  God  and  the  devil  too* 

Die  con. 

Here  is  Gammer  Gurton , your  neighbour,  a fad  and 
hevy  weight. 

Her  goodly  fair  red  cock  at  home,  was  fiole  this  laft 
night. 

Chat. 

Gog’s  foul ! her  cock  with  the  yelow  legs,  that  nightly 
crowed  fo  ju It  ? 

Diccon . 

That  cock  is  ftollen. 

Chat . 

What,  was  he  fet  out  of  the  hen’s  rufle  ? 

Diccon. 

I can  not  tell  where  the  devil  he  was  kept,  under  key 
or  lock,  u 

But  Tib  hath  tikled  in  gammer’s  ear,  that  you  fhould  Heal 
the  cock. 

Chat . 

Have  I ? ilrong  hoor,  by  bread  and  fait 

Diccon . 

What,  foft,  I fay  be  hill. 

Say  not  one  word  for  all  this  geare. 

Chat. 

By  the  mafs,  that  I will, 

I wil  have  the  yong  hore  by  the  head,  and  the  old  trot 
by  the  throte. 

Diccon. 

Not  one  word,  dame  Chat , I fay,  not  one  word  for  my 
cote. 

Chat. 

Shal  fuch  a begar’s  brawl  as  that,  thinkeft  thou,  make 
me  a theef  ? # 

The  pocks  light  on  her  hores  tides,  a peftilence  and 
mifeheefe. 


Come 
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Come  out,  thou  hungry  nedy  bytche ; O that  my  nails  be 
ihort  l 

Diccon. 

Gog’s  bred,  woman,  hold  your  peace,  this  gere  wil  els 
pafs  fport ; 

I wold  not  for  an  hundred  pound,  this  matter  lhuld  be 
known 

That  I am  au<Sor  of  this  tale,  or  have  abrode  it  blowen. 

Did  ye  not  fwear  ye  wold  be  ruled,  before  the  tale  1 
told  ? 

I faid  ye  mud  all  fecret  keep,  and  Ihe  faid  fure  ye  wolde. 

Chat . 

Wold  you  fuffer  your  felf,  Diccon , fuch  a fort  to  revile 
you 

With  flanderous  words  to  blot  your  name,  and  fo  to  defile 
you  ? 

Diccon. 

No,  good  wife  Chat , I wold  be  loth  fuch  drabs  lhuld 
blot  my  name ; 

But  yet  ye  mud  fo  order  all,  that  Diccon  bare  no  blame. 

Cbat . 

Go  to  then,  what  is  your  rede,  fay  on  your  mind,  ye 
fhall  me  rule  herein. 

Diccon . 

Godamercy  to  dame  Chat,  in  faith  thou  mud  the  gere 
begin  : 

It  is  twenty  pound  to  a goofe  turd  my  gammer  will  not 
tary. 

But  hither  ward  fhe  comes  as  fad  as  her  legs  can  her  cary, 

To  brawle  with  you  about  her  cock,  for  wel  I hard  Tib 
fay. 

The  cock  was  roded  in  your  houfe,  to  brefad  yederday  : 

And  when  he  had  the  carcas  eaten,  the  fethers  ye  out 
flunge, 

And  Dol^  your  maid,  the  legs  Ihe  hid  a foot  depe  in  the 
dung. 

Chat . 

O gracious  God,  my  heart  it  burftes ! 

Vol,  I.  ^ N 


Diccon . 
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Dice  on. 

Well,  rule  your  felf  a fpace. 

And  gammer  Gurton  when  fhe  cometh  anon  into  this 
place. 

Then  to  the  quean  let’s  fee  ye  tell  her  your  mind,  and 
fpare  not. 

So  lhall  Diccon  blamelefs  bee ; and  then  go  to,  I care  not* 

Chat. 

Then  hoor,  beware  her  throte,  I can  abide  no  longer; 

In  faith,  in  faith,  old  witch,  it  lhall  be  feen  which  of  us 
two  be  ftronger  ; 

And,  Diccon , but  at  your  requell,  I wold  not  Hay  one  hour. 

Diccon . 

Well,  keep  it  in  till  fhe  be  here,  and  then  out  let  it 
pour. 

In  the  mean  while  get  you  in,  and  make  no  words  of 
this  ; 

More  of  this  matter  within  this  hour  to  here  you  fhall  not 
mils. 

Becaufe  I know  you  are  my  friend,  hide  it  I could  not, 
doubtlefs : 

Ye  know  your  harm,  fee  ye  be  wife  about  your  own 
bufinefs. 

So  fare  ye  well. 

Chat . 

Nay,  foft,  Diccon>  and  drink  : what,  Dolly  I fay, 

Bring  here  a cup  of  the  bell  ale,  let’s  fhe,  come  quickly 
away. 


Hodg . Diccon . 

Diccon . 

Ye  fee,  mailers,  that  one  end  tapt  of  this  my  fhort 
devile, 

Now  mull  we  broche  t’other  to,  before  the  fmoke  arife. 
And  by  the  time  they  have  a while  run. 


I trull 
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I trufi  ye  need  not  crave  it, 

But  loke  what  lieth  in  both  their  harts,  ye  are  like  fure 
to  have  it. 

Hodge . 

Yea,  gog’s  foul,  art  alive  yet  ? what,  Diccon^  dare  ich 
come  ? 

Die  eon. 

A man  is  wel  hied  to  truft  to  thee,  I wil  fay  nothing 
but  mum. 

But  and  ye  come  any  nearer,  I pray  you  fee  all  be  fweet. 

Hodge . 

Tufh,  man,  is  gammer’s  neele  found  ? that  chould  gladly 
weete. 

Die  con. 

She  may  thank  the  it  is  not  found,  for  if  you  had  kept 
thy  (landing. 

The  devil  he  wold  have  fet  it  out,  ev’n  Hodg,  at  thy 
commanding. 

Hodge . 

Gog’s  hart ! and  cold  he  tel  nothing  where- that  neele 
might  be  found  ? 

Diccon . 

Ye  foolilh  dolt,  ye  were  to  feek,  ere  we  had  got  our 
ground ; 

Therefore  his  tale  fo  doubtful  was,  that  I cold  not 
perceive  it. 

Hodge . 

Then  ich  fe  wel  fomething  was  faid,  chope  one  day  yet 
to  have  it. 

But,  Diccon , Diccon , did  not  the  devil  cry,  ho,  ho,  ho  ? 

Diccon. 

If  thou  hadft  taried  where  thou  (tood’ft,  thou  woldell 
have  faid  fo. 

Hodge . 

Durft  fwere  of  a boke,  chard  him  rore,  (freight  after 
ich  was  gone ; 

N 2 But 
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But  tell  me,  Diccon,  what  faid  the  knave,  let  me  here  it 
anon. 

Diccon . 

The  horfon  talked  to  me,  I know  not  well  of  what: 
One  while  his  tonge  it  ran,  and  paltered  of  a cat. 
Another  while  he  Hammered  ftill  upon  a rat ; 

Lait  of  all  there  was  nothing  but  every  word  chat,  chat ; 
But  this  I well  perceived  before  I wolde  him  rid, 
Betweene  chat  and  the  rat,  and  the  cat  the  nedle  is  hid : 
Now,  whether  Gib  our  cat  have  eat  it  in  her  mawe. 

Or  dodfcor  Rat  our  curat  have  found  it  in  the  ftraw. 

Or  this  dame  Chat  your  neighbour  have  Hollen  it  God  he 
knoweth, 

But  by  the  morrow  at  this  time,  we  fhall  learn  how  the 
matter  goeth. 

Hodge. 

Canft  learn  to  night,  man  ? feeft  not  what  is  here  ? 

[Pointing  behind  to  his  torn  breeches . 
Diccon . 

Tis  not  poflible  to  make  it  fooner  apperc. 

Hodge . 

Alas,  Diccon , then  chave  no  fhift ; but  leaft  ich  tary  to 
Jong, 

Hie  me  to  Sim  Glover1  s (hop,  there  to  feek  for  a thonge, 
Therewith  this  breech  to  tatche  and  tye  as  ich  may. 
Diccon . 

To  morrow,  Hodg , if  we  chaunce  to  meet,  fhall  fee 
what  I will  faye. 


The 
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The  second  Acte.  The  third  Sceane. 

Diccon.  Gammer . 

Diccon. 

Now  this  gere  mull  forward  go,  for  here  my  gammer 
cometh  : 

Be  Hill  a while  and  fay  nothing,  make  here  a little 
rometh. 

Gammer . 

Good  lord ! fhall  never  be  my  luck  my  neele  again  to 
fpie  ? 

Alas  the  while,  tys  pall  my  help  ; where  his.  Hill  it  mull 
lie. 

Diccon. 

Now,  Jefus , gammer  Gurton , what  driveth  you  to  this 
fadnes  ? 

I fear  me,  by  my  confcience,  you  will  fure  fall  to  madnefs. 

Gammer . 

Who  is  that  ? what,  Diccon  ? chain  loll,  man  : fye,  fye. 

Diccon. 

Mary,  fye  on  them  that  be  worthy ; but  what  fhuld  be 
your  troble  ? 

Gam/ner. 

Alas,  the  more  ich  think  on  it,  my  forrow  it  waxeth 
doble. 

My  goodly  tolling  Sporiar’s  neele,  chave  loll  ich  wot  not 
where. 

Diccon. 

Your  neele  ! when  ? 

Gammer . 

My  neele  (alas !)  ich  might  full  ill  it  fpare. 

As  God  himfelf  he  knoweth  nere  one  befide  chave. 

Diccon. 

If  this  be  all,  good  gammer,  I warrant  you  all  is  fave. 

N 3 Gammer. 
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Gammer . 

Why,  know  you  any  tidings  which  way  my  neele  is 
gone  ? 

Die  con. 

Yea,  that  I do,  doubtlefs,  as  ye  fhall  here  an<5ne; 

A fee  a thing  this  matter  toucheth,  within  thefe  twenty 
hours. 

Even  at  this  gate,  before  my  face,  by  a neighbour  of 
yours  ; 

She  hooped  me  down,  and  up  fhe  toke  a needle  or  a pin, 

I durft  be  fworn  it  was  even  yours,  by  all  my  mother’s 
kin. 

Gammer . 

It  was  my  neele,  Diccon , ich  wot ; for  here  even  by  this 
poft 

Ich  fat,  what  time  as  ich  up  hart,  and  fo  my  neele  it  loft : 

Who  was  it,  leive  fon  ? fpeke  ich  pray  the,  and  quickly 
tel  me  that. 

Diccon. 

A futtle  quean  as  any  in  the  town, 

your  neighbour  here,  dame  Chat. 

Gammer. 

Dame  Chat  f Diccon , let  me  be  gone,  chil  thither  in 
poll  hafte. 

Diccon. 

Take  my  councel  yet,  or  ye  go,  for  fear  ye  walk  in 
waft. 

It  is  a murrion  crafty  drab,  and  froward  to  be  pleafed. 

And  ye  take  not  the  better  way,  your  nedle  yet  ye  lofe  it-: 

For  when  fhe  took  it  up,  even  here  before  your  doors. 

What  foft,  dame  Chat , ( quoth  I ) that  fame  is  none  of 
yours. 

Avaunt  (quoth  ftie)  fir  knave,  what  prateft  thou  of  that  I 
find  ? 

I wold  thou  hadft  kill  me  I wot  whear  : (fhe  ment  I know 
behind) 
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And  home  fhe  went  as  brag  as  it  had  ben  a bodelouce. 

And  I after  her,  as  bold  as  it  had  ben  the  goodman  of  the 
houfe : 

But  there  and  ye  had  hard  her,  how  fhe  began  to  fcolde. 

The  tonge  it  were  on  patins,  by  him  that  Judas  folde ; 

Ech  other  word  I was  a knave,  and  you  a hore  of  hores, 

Becaufe  I fpake  in  your  behalf,  and  faid  the  neelc  was 
yours. 

Gammer . 

Gogs  bread ! and  thinks  the  callet  thus  to  keep  my 
neele  me  fro  ? 

Die  con. 

Let  her  alone,  and  fhe  minds  none  other,  but  even  to 
drefs  you  fo. 

Gammer. 

By  the  mafs,  chil  rather  fpend  the  cots  that  is  on  my 
backe. 

Thinks  the  falfe  quean  by  fuch  a flight  that  chill  my  neelc 
lack  ? 

Diccon. 

Slip  not  your  gere,  I counfel  you,  but  of  this  take  good  4 
^ hede. 

Let  not  be  known  I told  you  of  it,  how  well  foever  ye 
fpede. 

Gammer . 

Chil  in,  Diccon , a cleene  aperne  to  take  and  fet  before 
me ; 

And  ich  may  my  neele  once  fee,  chil  furc  remember 
the. 
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The  second  Acte.  The  fiftp  Sceane. 

Diccvn. 

Here  will  the  fport  begin,  if  thefe  two  once  may  meet. 
Their  chere,  durft  lay  money,  will  prove  fcarfly  fweet. 
My  gammer  fure  entends  to  be  upon  her  bones. 

With  Haves,  or  with  clubs,  or  els  with  coble  Hones. 
Dame  Chat  on  the  other  fide,  if  file  be  fare  behinde, 

I am  right  far  deceived,  fhe  is  geven  to  it  of  kinde. 

He  that  may  tarry  by  it  a while,  and  that  but  fiiort, 

I warrant  him  trufi  to  it,  he  Ihall  fee  all  the  fport. 

Into  the  town  will  I,  my  frendes  to  vyfit  there, 

And  hether  ftraight  again  to  fee  th’end  of  this  gere  : 

In  the  mean  time,  felowes,  pype  up  your  fidles,  I fay, 
take  them. 

And  let  your  friendes  here  fuch  mirth  as  ye  can  make 
them. 


The  third  Acte.  The  first  Sceane. 

Hodge . 

SYM  Glover  l yet  gramercy  cham  meetley  ivell  fped 
now, 

Th’art  even  as  good  a fellow  as  ever  kifie  a cowe. 

Here  is  a thong  in  dede,  by  the  mafs  though  ich  fpeak  it, 
Tom  Tankard? s great  bald  curtal,  I think  could  not  break  it. 
And  when  he  fpyed  my  neede,  to  be  fo  firaight  and  hard. 
Hays  lent  me  here  his  naul,  to  fet  the  gib  forward. 

As  for  my  gammer’s  neele,  the  flyenge  feind  go  weet. 
Chill  not  now  go  to  the  door  again  with  it  to  meet. 
Chould  make  lhift  good  enough,  and  chad  a candle's  end. 
The  cheefe  hole  in  my  breeche,  with  thefe  two  chill 
amend. 
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The  third  Acte,  The  second  Sceane, 

Gammer • Hodge . 

Gammer . 

How,  Hodg!  mayft  now  be  glad,  cha  news  to  tell  thee, 
Ich  know  who  hais  my  neele,  ich  truft  Toon  ihalt  it  fee* 
Hodge . 

The  devil  thou  does : haft  hard  gammer  in  deed,  or 
doft  but  jeft  ? 

Gammer . 

Tis  as  true  as  ft  eel,  Hodg. 

Hodgp. 

Why,  know’ft  well  where  didft  leefe  it  ? 

Gammer. 

Ich  know  who  found  it,  and  took  it  up,  fhalt  fee  or  it 
be  long. 

Hodge . 

Gqd’s  mother  dere,  if  that  be  true,  farwel  both  naul 
and  thong. 

Bjtit  who  has  it,  gamjner,  fay?  one  chould  fain  here  it 
difclofed. 

Gammer . 

That  falfe  fixen,  that  fame  dame  Chat , that  counts  her 
felf  fo  honeft. 

Hodge. 

Who  told  you  fo  ? 

Gammer . 

That  fame  did  Diccon  the  bedlam,  which  faw  it  done. 
Hodge. 

Diccon\  it  is  a vengeable  knave,  gammer,  tis  a bonable 
horfon. 

Can  do  mo  things  than  that,  els  cham  deceyved  evil  2 
By  the  mafs,  ich  faw  him  of  late  call  up  a great  black 
devil. 


O,  the 
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O,  the  knave  cryed  ho,  ho,  roared  and  he  thundred. 
And  ye’ ad  bene  there,  cham  fure  you’ld  murrenly  ha 
wondred. 

Gammer . 

Was  not  thou  afraid,  Hodg,  to  fee  him  in  this  place  ? 
Hodge . 

No,  and  chad  come  to  me,  chould  have  laid  him  on 
„ the  face, 

Chould  have  promifed  him. 

Gammer . 

But,  Hodgey  had  he  no  horns  to  pufli  ? 

Hodge . 

As  long  as  your  two  arms.  Saw  ye  never  fryer  Rujhe 
Painted  on  a cloth,  with  a fide  long  cowe’s  tayle. 

And  crooked  cloven  feet,  and  many  a hoked  nayle  ? 

For  al  the  world  (if  I fhuld  judg)  chould  reckon  him  his 
brother : 

Loke  even  what  face  frier  Ru/h  had,  the  devil  had  fuch 
another. 

Gammer . 

Now  Jefus  mercy,  Hodge , did  Diccon  in  him  bring  ? 
Hodge . 

Nay,  gammer,  (heareme  fpeak)  chil  tell  you  a greater 
thing. 

The  devil,  when  Diccon  had  him  (ich  hard  him  wondrous 
weel ) 

Said  plainly  (here  before  us)  that  dame  Chat  had  your 
ne  el  e. 

Gammer. 

Then  let  us  go,  and  alk  her  wherefore  fhe  minds  to 

keep  it, 

Seing  we  know  £0  much,  twere  madnefs  now  to  flepe  it. 
Hodge. 

Go  to  her,  gammer,  fee  ye  not  where  Ihe  Hands  in  her 

doors  ? 

B^d'her  geve  you  the  neele,  tis  none  of  hers  but  yours. 


The 
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The  third  Acte.  The  third  Sceane. 

Gammer • Chat . Hedge* 

Gammer. 

Dame  Chat , cholde  pray  the  fair,  let  me  have  that  is 
mine, 

Chil  not  this  twenty  yeres  take  on  fart  that  is  thine; 

Therefore  give  me  mine  own,  and  let  me  live  beftde  the. 

Chat . 

Why,  art  thou  crept  from  home  hether  to  mine  owrn 
doors  to  chide  me  ? 

Hence,  doting  drab,  avaunt,  or  I fhall  fet  the  further. 

Intends  thou  and  this  knave,  mee  in  my  houfe  to  murther  ? 

Gammer, 

Tufh  ! gape  not  fo ; no,  woman,  fhalt  not  yet  eat  mee. 

Nor  all  the  friends  thou  haft,  in  this  fhall  not  intreat 
mee  ; 

Mine  own  Goods  I will  have,  and  afk  the  no  beleve : 

What,  woman;  pore  folks  mull  have  right,  though  the 
thing  you  agreve. 

Chat . 

Give  thee  thy  right,  and  hang  the  up,  with  all  thy 
begger’s  broode ; 

Wrhat,  wilt  thou  make  me  a theefe,  and  fay  I Hole  thy 
good  ? 

Gammer. 

Chil  fay  nothing  ( ich  warrant  thee)  but  that  ich  can 
prove  it  well, 

Thou  fet  my  good  even  from  my  door,  cham  able  this  tQ 
. ' tell. 

Chat. 

Did  I (’old  witch)  fteal  oft  was  thine  ? 
how  fhould  that  thing  be  known  ? 

Gammer . 

Ich  can  not  tell,  but  up  thou  tokeft  it  as  though  it  had 
bin  thine  own. 


Chat • 
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Chat. 

Mary-,  fy  on  thee,  thou  old  Gib , with  all  my  very  hart. 
Gammer , 

Nay,  fy  on  thee  thou  rampe,  thou  rig,  with  al  that 
take  thy  part. 

Chat . 

A vengeaunee  on  thofe  lips  that  laycth  fuch  thing  to 
my  charge. 

Gammer , 

A vengeaunee  on  thofe  callets  hips,  whofe  confcience 
is  fo  large. 

Chat . 

Come  out,  hogge. 

Gammer, 

Come  out,  hog,  and  let  have  me  right. 

Chat , 

Thou  argant  witche. 

Gammer, 

Thou  bawdie  bitche,  chil  make  thee  curfe  this  night. 
Chat, 

A bag  and  a wallet. 

Gammer . 

A carte  for  a callet. 

Chat, 

Why,  weneft  thou  thus  to  prevaile  ? 

I holde  thee  a grote, 

J (hall  patch e thy  coat. 

Gammer, 

Thou  wart  as  good  kifs  my  tayl, 

Thou  hut,  thou  kut,  thou  rakes,  thou  jakes,  will  not 
fhanie  make  the  hide  the  ? 

Chat, 

Thou  fkald,  thou  bald,  thou  roten,  thou  glotton,  I 
will  no  longer  chide  the ; 

5 at  I will  teach  thee  to  keep  home. 

Gammer . 

Wilt  thou,  drunken  beaft  i 


Hodge r 
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Hodge . 

Stick  to  her,  gammer,  take  her  by  the  head,chil  warrant 
you  this  feaft. 

Smite,  I fay,  gammer, 

Bite,  I fay,  gammer, 

J trowe  ye  will  be  keene  : 

Where  be  your  nails  ? claw  her  by  the  jawes,  pull  me 
out  both  her  eyen. 

Gog’s  bones,  gammer,  hold  up  her  head. 

Chat . 

I trow,  drab,  I lhall  drelTe  thee. 

Tary,  you  knave,  I hold  the  a grote,  I fhall  make  thefe 
hands  blels  thee. 

Take  thou  this,  old  hore,  for  amends,  and  learne  thy 
thy  tonge  well  to  tame. 

And  fay  thou  met  at  this  bickering,  not  thy  fellow  but 
thy  dame. 

Hodge . 

Where  is  the  ftrong  ftued  hore  ? chil  ge’r  a horc’s 
mark  : 

Stand  out  one’s  way,  that  ich  kill  none  in  the  dark. 

Up,  gammer,  and  ye  be  alive,  chil  feight  now  for  us 
both. 

Come  no  nere  me,  thou  fealde  callet,  to  kill  the  ich  wer 
loth. 

Chat. 

Art  here  again,  thou  hoddypeke  ? what,  Doll,  bring  me 
out  my  fpitte. 

Hodge. 

Chill  broche  thee  with  this,  by’m  father’s  foul,  chill 
conjure  that  foule  lprete. 

Let  dore  hand.  Cock , why  comes  indeed  ? keep  dore,  thou 
horfon,  boy. 

Chat. 

Stand  to  it,  thou  daftard,  for  thine  ears,  ife  teche  the 
a fluitilh  coy. 
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Hodge . 

Gog’s  wounds,  hore,  chill  make  the  avaunt. 

Take  heed,  Cock , pull  in  the  latche. 

Chat. 

I faith,  fir  loofe-breche,  had  ye  taried  ye  fliold  have 
found  your  match. 

Gammer. 

Now  ware  thy  throte,  lofel,  thoufe  pay  for  all. 

Hodge . 

Well  faid,  gammer,  by  my  foul. 

Hoife  her,  foufe  her,  bounce  her,  trounce  her,  pull  her 
throte  houle. 

Chat. 

Comft  thou  behind  me,  thou  withered  witch  ? and  I 
get  once  on  foot, 

Thoufe  pay  for  all,  thou  old  tarlether,  ile  teach  the  what 
long  to  it. 

Take  the  this  to  make  up  thy  mouth,  till  time  thou  come 
by  more. 

Hodge. 

Up,  gammer,  lland  on  thy  feet,  where  is  the  old  hore  ? 

Faith,  would  chad  her  by  the  face, 

choulde  crack  her  callet  crown. 

Gammer. 

Ah,  Hodgy  Hodgy  where  was  thy  help,  wjion  fixen  had 
me  down  ? 

Hodge. 

By  the  mafs,  gammer,  but  for  my  fiaffe. 

Chat  had  gone  nye  to  fpyl  you. 

Ich  think  the  harlot  had  not  cared,  and  chad  not  com,  to 
kil  you. 

But  fhall  we  loofe  our  neele  thus? 

Gammer . 

No,  Hodgy  chwarde  lothe  doo  loo. 

Thinkefl  thou  chill  take  that  at  her  hand  ? no  Hodge , ich 
tell  the  nc. 


Hodge * 
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Hodge. 

Chold  yet  this  fray  were  wel  take  up,  and  our  own 
neele  at  home, 

5Twill  be  my  chaunce  els  fome  to  kiJ,  where  ever  it  be 
or  whom. 

Gammer. 

We  have  a parfon,  (Hodge)  thou  knoweft,  a man 
efteemed  wife, 

Mall  dodlor  Rat , chil  for  him  fend,  and  let  me  hear  his 
advife, 

He  will  her  fhrive  for  all  this  gere,  and  geve  her  penaunce 
ftrait, 

Wefe  have  our  neele,  els  dame  Chat  comes  nere  with  in 
heaven  gate. 

Hodge. 

Ye  mary,  gammer,  that  ich  think  bed:  will  you  for 
him  now  fend  ? 

The  fooner  do&or  Rat  be  here,  the  fooner  wefe  ha  an 
end. 

And  here  gammer,  Diccori  s devil  ( as  ich  remember 
well ) 

Of  Cat  and  Chat,  and  do&or  Rat,  a felloneous  tale  did 
tell, 

Chold  you  forty  pound,  that  is  the  way  your  neele  to,  get 
again. 

Gammer. 

Chil  ha  him  ftrait ; call  out  the  boy,  wefe  make  him 
take  the  pain. 

Hodge. 

What,  Cock , I fay,  come  out ; what  devil  can’ll  not 
here  ? 

Cock. 

How  now,  Hodg,  how  does,  gammer  ? is  yet  the  wether 
clear  ? 

What  wold  chave  me  to  doo  ? 

% 


Gammer, 
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Gammer . 

Come  hether,  Coe k,  anon. 

Hence  fwithe  to  doftor  Rat,  hye  the  that  thou  were 
gone, 

And  pray  him  come  fpeke  with  me,  cham  not  well  at 
eafe, 

Shalt  have  him  at  his  chamber,  or  els  at  mother  Bees , 

Els  feek  him  at  Hobfilcher's  fliop  ; for,  as  chardc  it  re- 
ported, 

Thers  is  the  beft  ale  in  all  the  town,  and  now  is  mod 
reforted. 

Cock . 

And  fhall  ich  bring  him  with  me.  Gammer? 

Gammer . - 

Yea,  by  and  by,  good  Cock, 

Cock . 

Shalt  fee  that  fhall  be  here  anone,  els  let  me  have  on 
that  dock. 

Hodge . 

Now,  gammer,  fhall  we  two  go  in,  and  tary  for  his 
coming  ? 

What  devil,  woman,  pluck  up  your  hart,  and  leve  of  al 
this  gloming. 

Though  fhe  were  iironger  at  the  firft,  as  ich  think  ye  did 
find  her. 

Gammer . 

Yet  there  ye  dreft  the  drunken  fow,  -what  time  ye  cam 
behind  her. 

Nay,  nay,  cham  fure  fhe  loft  not  all,  for  fet  them  to  the 
beginning, 

And  ich  doubt  not,  but  fhe  wil  make  final  boft  of  her 
winning. 
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The  third  Acte.  The  fourth  Sceane. 

Tib.  Hodge.  Gammer . Cock. 

Tib. 

Se,  gammer,  gammer,  Gib  our  cat,  cham  afraid  what 
lhe  ayleth. 

She  (lands  me  gafping  behind  the  door, 
as  though  her  winde  her  faileth; 

Now  let  ich  doubt  what  Gib  Ihuld  mean,  that  now  lhe 
doth  fo  dote. 

Hodge. 

Hold  hether,  iehould  twenty  pound,  your  necle  is  in 
her  throte. 

Grope  her,  ich  fay,  me  thinks  ich  feele  it  5 does  not  prick 
your  hand  ? 

Gammer. 

Ich  can  feele  nothing. 

Hodge.  '/ 

No  ? ich  know  thar’s  not  within  this  land 

A muriner  cat  then  Gib  is,  betwixt  the  Terns  and  Tine , 

Shafe  as  much  wit  in  her  head  almoft  as  chave  in  mine. 

Tib. 

Faith,  lhafe  eaten  fome  thing,  that  will  not  eafely 
down, 

Whether  lhe  gat  it  at  home,  or  abrode  in  the  town, 

Ich  cannot  tell. 

Gammer. 

Alas ! ich  fear  it  be  foihe  crooked  pin. 

And  then  farewel  Gib,  lhe  is  undone,  and  loll  all  fave  the 
Ikiri. . 

Hodge. 

*Tis  your  neele,  woman,  I fay : Gog’s  foul,  geve  me 
a knife. 

And  chil  have  it  out  of  her  maw  : or  elfe  chal  lofe  my 
life. 

Voi.  I,  O Gammer . 
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Gammer . 

What  ? nay,  Hodg,  fy,  kill  not  our  cat,  ’tis  al  the  cats 
we  ha  now. 


Hodge . 

By  the  mafs,  dame  Chat  hays  me  fo  moved,  ich  care 
not  what  I kill,  ma  God  a vawe. 

Go  to  then,  Tiby  to  this  geare,  hold  up  her  tayle  and  take 
her, 

Chil  fe  what  devil  is  in  her  guts,  chil  take  the  pains  to 
rake  her. 

Gammer. 

Rake  a cat,  Hodge ! what  wouldft  thou  do  ? 

Hodge. 

What,  thinck’ft  that  cham  not  able  ? 

Did  not  Tom  Tankard  rake  his  curtal  toore  day  Handing  in 
the  liable  ? 

Gammer . 

Soft,  be  content,  let’s  here  what  news 
Cock  bringeth  from  maifler  Rat . 

Cock . 

Gammer , chave  ben  ther  as  you  bad,  you  wot  well  about 
what. 

’Twill  not  be  long  before  he  come,  ich  durft  fwear  of  a 
book ; 

He  bids  you  fee  ye  be  at  home,  and  there  for  him  to 
look. 

Gammer • 

Where  didft  thou  finde  him,  boy  ? was  he  not  wher  I 
told  thee  ? 


Cock . 

Yes,  yes,  even  at  Hobfilchefs  houfe,  by  him  that  bought 
and  fold  me : 

A cup  of  ale  had  in  his  hand,  and  a crab  lay  in  the  fier, 
Chad  much  a do  to  go  and  come,  all  was  fo  full  of  mier : 
And,  gammer,  one  thing  I can  tell,  Hobjilcber's  naule  was 
lofte, 

And  dodlor  Rat  found  it  again,  hard  bclide  the  door 

pofte. 


Ichould 
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Ichould  a penny  can  fay  fomething,  your  neele  again  to 
fct. 

Gammer . 

Cham  glad  to  hear  fo  much.  Cocky  then  truft  he  will 
not  let 

To  help  us  herein  bell  he  can ; therefore  till  time  he 
come, 

Let  us  goe  in,  if  there  be  ought  to  get  thou  fhall  have 
fome. 


The  fourth  Acte.  The  first  Sceane. 

Dottor  Rat . Gammer  Gurton » 

Doftor  Rat . 

A Man  were  better  twenty  times  be  a bandog  and 
barke. 

Then  here  among  fuch  a fort,  be  parifh  prieft  or  clarke. 
Where  he  fhall  never  be  at  reft,  one  pifling  while  a day. 
But  he  muft  trudge  about  the  towne,  this  way,  and  that 
way. 

Here  to  a drab,  there  to  a theefe,  his  fhoes  to  tear  and 
rent. 

And  that  which  is  worft  of  all,  at  every  knave’s  com- 
mandment. 

I had  not  fit  the  fpace  to  drinke  two  pots  of  ale, 

But  gammer  Gurton’s  fory  boy  was  ftraite  way  at  my  taile; 
And  Ihe  was  ftcke,  and  I muft  come,  to  do  I wot  not 
what : 

If  once  her  fingers  end  but  ake,  trudge,  call  for  doctor 
Rat. 

And  when  I come  not  at  their  call,  I only  thereby  loofe, 
For  I am  fare  to  lacke  therefore  a tythe  pyg  or  a goo fe, 

O 2 I warrant 

t * , . , 
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I warrant  you  when  truth  is  known,  and  told  they  h&Ve 
their  tale. 

The  matter  where  about  I come, 

is  not  worth  a half  penny  worth  of  ale  : 

Yet  muft  I talke  fo  fage  and  fmothe,  as  though  I were  a 
gl  offer, 

Els  or  the  yer  come  at  an  end,  I fhal  be  fure  the  lofer. 

What  worke  ye,  gammer  Gurton  P now  here  is  your  friend 
do&or  Rat . 

Gammer . 

A,  good  Mr.  doflor,  cha  troubled,  cha  troubled  you, 
chwot  wel  that. 

Doftor  Rat . 

How  do  ye,  woman  ? be  ye  luftie,  or  be  ye  not  well  at 
eafe  i 

Gammer . 

By  Gys , mafter,  cham  not  lick,  but  yet  chave  a difeafe. 

Chad  a foule  turne  now  of  late,  chill  tell  it  you  by  gigs. 

Dottor  Rat . 

Hath  your  browne  cow  call  her  calfe,  or  your  fandy 
fowe  her  pigs  ? 

Gammer . 

No,  but  chad  ben  as  good  as  they  had,  as  this,  ich  wot 
weel. 

Doftor  Rat . 

What  is  the  matter  ? 

Gammer . 

Alas,  alas,  cha  loft  my  good  neele. 

My  neele,  I fay ; and  wot  ye  what  ? a drab  came  by  and 
fpied  it. 

And  when  I afked  her  for  the  fame,  the  filth  flatly 
denied  it. 

Do  tier  Rat * 

What  was  fhe  that  — — 

Gammer* 

A dame,  ich  warrant  you : we  began  to  fcold  and 
brawle ; 

Alas,  alas,  come  hether,  Hodge;  this  wretche  can  tell 
you  all. 
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The  fourth  Acte.  The  second  Sceane. 

Hodge.  Doftor  Rat.  Gammer . Diccon%  Chat. 
Hodge . 

God  morow,  gaffer  vicar, 

Dottor  Rat. 

Come  on,  fellow,  let  us  heare. 

Thy  dame  hath  faid  to  me,  thou  knoweft  of  all  this  geare, 
Let’s  fee  what  thou  canft  fay, 

Hodge. 

By’m  fay,  hr,  that  ye  fhall. 

What  matter  foever  here  was  done,  ich  can  tell  your 
mafliip : 

My  gammer  Gurton  here,  fee  now, 
fat  her  down  at  this  door,  fee  now. 

And  as  fhe  began  to  ftir  her,  fee  now, 
her  neele  fell  in  the  floore,  fee  now ; 

And  while  her  ftaffe  fhe  took,  fee  now, 
at  Gib  her  cat  to  fling,  fee  now, 

Her  neele  was  loft  in  the  floore,  fee  now : 

is  not  this  a wondrous  thing,  fee  now  ? 

Then  came  the  quean  dame  Chat , fee  now, 
to  a Ik  for  hir  black  cup,  fee  now  : 

And  even  here  at  this  gate,  fee  now, 
fhe  took  the  neele  up,  fee  now ; 

My  gammer  then  fhe  yeede,  fee  now, 
hir  neele  again  to  bring,  fee  now. 

And  was  caught  by  the  head,  fee  now : 

is  not  this  a wondrous  thing,  fee  now  ? 

She  tare  my  gammer’s  cote,  fee  now, 
and  fcratched  hir  by  the  face,  fee  now ; 

Chad  thought  fh’ad  ftopt  her  throte,  fee  now : 
is  not  this  a wondrous  cafe,  fee  now  ? 

O 2 


When 
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When  ich  faw  this,  ich  was  wroth,  fee  now, 
and  ftart  between  them  twain,  fee  now, 

Els  ich  durft  take  a book  othe,  fee  now, 
my  gammer  had  been  flain,  fee  now. 

Gammer . 

This  is  even  the  whole  matter,  as  Hodg  hath  plainly 
told. 

And  chould  fain  be  quiet  for  my  part,  and  chould. 

But  help  us,  good  matter,  befeech  ye  that  ye  doo, 

Els  lhall  we  both  be  beaten,  and  lofc  our  neele  too. 
Dottor  Rat . 

What  wold  ye  have  me  to  doo  ? tell  me,  that  I were 
gone, 

I do  the  beft  that  I can,  to  fet  you  both  at  one. 

But  be  ye  fure,  dame  Chat  hath  this  your  neele  found  ? 
Gammer . 

Here  comes  the  man,  that  fee  her  take  it  up  off  the 
ground, 

Aik  him  yourfelf,  matter  Rat , if  ye  believe  not  me. 

And  help  me  to  my  neele,  for  God’s  take,  and  faint 
Cbaritie. 

Doctor  Rat . 

Come  nere,  Diccon*  and  let  us  hear  what  thou  can 
exprefs. 

Wilt  thou  be  fwprne,  feeft  dame  Chat  this  woman’s  neele 
have  ? 

Biccon. 

Nay,  by  S.  Benit  will  I not,  then  might  ye  think  me 
rave. 

Gammer . 

Why,  did’tt  not  thou  tell  me  fo  even  here  ? canft  thou 
for  ihame  deny  it ? 

Biccon. 

I mary,  gammer:  but  I faid  I wold  not  abide  by  it. 
Bottor  Rat . 

Will  you  fay  a thing,  and  not  fticke  to  it  to  trie  it  ? 

Biccon , 
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Diccon. 

Stick  to  it,  quoth  yon,  mailer  Rat  ? marry,  lir,  I defy 
it. 

Nay,  there  is  many  an  honefl  man,  when  he  fuche  blaltes 
hath  blowne 

In  his  friende’s  ears,  he  woulde  be  loth  the  fame  by  him 
were  knowne : 

If  fuch  a toy  be  ufed  oft  among  the  honeltie. 

It  may  befeme  a fimple  man,  of  your  and  my  degree. 

Doftor  Rat . 

Then  we  be  never  the  nearer,  for  all  that  you  can  tell. 

Diccon . 

Yes,  mary,  fir,  if  ye  will  do  by  mine  advife  and 
counlaile. 

If  mother  Chat  fe  al  us  here,  Ihe  knoweth  how  the 
matter  goes. 

Therefore  I rede  you  three  go  hence,  and  within  keep 
clofe ; 

And  I will  into  dame  Chats  houfe,  and  fo  the  matter 
ufe. 

That  or  ye  cold  go  twice  to  church,  I warrant  you  here 
news. 

She  fhall  looke  well  about  her,  but  I durlt  lay  a pledge. 

Ye  fhall  of  gammer’s  neele  have  fhortly  better  knowledge. 

Gammer . 

Now,  gentle  Diccon , do  fo ; and,  good  fir,  let  us  trudge. 

Dottor  Rat . 

By  the  mafie,  I may  not  tarry  fo  long  to  be  your 
judge. 

Dice  on. 

Tys  but  a little  while,  man ; what,  take  fo  much  paine: 

If  I here  no  newes  of  it,  I will  come  fooner  againe. 

Hodge . 

Tary  fo  much,  good  mailer  Doftor,  of  your  gentlenes. 

Dotfor  Ratp 

Then  let  us  hie  inward  5 and,  Diccon,  fpeede  thy 
bufinefs. 


Diccon * 
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Diccon • 

Now,  firs,  do  you  no  more,  but  kepe  my  counfaile 
juft. 

And  do&or  Rat  fhall  thus  catch  Tome  good,  I truft ; 

But  mother  Chat , my  goflap,  talke  firft  with  all  I mull, 

For  fhe  muft  be  chief  captain  to  lay  the  Rat  in  the  duft. 

God  deven,  dame  Chat,  in  faith,  and  well  met  in  this 
place. 

Chat . 

God  deven,  my  friend  Diccon , whether  walke  ye  this 
pace  ? 

Diccon . 

By  my  truth  even  to  you,  to  learne  how  the  world 
goeth. 

Hard  ye  no  more  of  the  other  matter,  fay  me  now  by 
your  troth  ? 

Chat . 

O yes,  Diccon:  here  the  olde  hoore,  and  Hodge  that 
great  knave. 

But  in  faith,  I would  thou  hadft  fene,  O Lord  ? I dreft 
them  brave. 

She  bare  me  two  or  three  foufes  behind,  in  the  nape  of 
the  necke. 

Till  I made  her  olde  wefen  to  anfwer  again,  kecke. 

And  Hodge , that  dirty  daitard,  that  at  her  elbow  ftandes. 

If  one  paire  of  legs  had  not  bene  worth  two  paire  of 
hands. 

He  had  had  his  beard  ihaven,  if  my  nayles  wold  have 
ferved. 

And  not  without  a caufe,  for  the  knave  it  well  deferved. 

Diccon . 

By  the  mafte,  I con  the  thank,  wench,  thou  didft  fo 
well  acquite  the. 

Chat • 

And  th’adft  feene  him,  Diccon , it  wold  have  made  the 
befhite  the 


For 
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For  laughter:  the  horfen  dolt  at  laft  caught  up  a club, 

As  though  he  would  have  flaine  the  mailer  devil,  Beljabub ; 

But  I fet  him  foone  inwarde. 

Diccon . 

O Lord  ! there  is  the  thing, 

That  Hodge  is  To  oiFended,  that  makes  him  ftarte  and 
flyng> 

Chat, 

Why,  makes  the  knave  any  moyling,  as  ye  have  feene 
or  hard  ? 

Diccon . 

Even  now  I fawe  him  laft,  like  a mad  man  he  farde. 

And  fware  by  heaven  and  hell,  he  would  a wreake  his 
forrow. 

And  leve  you  never  a hen  alive  by  eight  of  the  clock  to 
morow  : 

Therefore  mark  what  I fay,  and  my  words  fee  that  ye 
trull ; 

Your  hens  be  as  good  as  dead,  if  ye  leave  them  on  the 
rulle. 

Chat , 

The  knave  dare  as  well  go  hang  himfelf,  as  go  upon 
my  ground. 

Die  con. 

Wei,  yet  take  hede,  I fay,  I mull  tell  you  my  tale 
round  : 

Have  you  not  about  your  houfe,  behind  your  furnace  or 
leade, 

A hole  where  a crafty  knave  may  creep  in  for  neade  ? 

Chat . 

Yes,  by  the  malfe,  a hole  broke  down  even  within  thefe 
two  dayes. 

Diccon. 

Hodgy  he  intends  this  fame  night  to  flip  in  there 
awayes. 

Chat, 

O Chrifty  that  I were  fure  of  it ! in  faith  he  fliuld  have 
his  mede. 


Diccon, 
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Die  con. 

Watch  wel,  for  the  knave  wil  be  there  as  fure  as  is 
your  crede ; 

I wold  fpend  my  felfe  a ihilling  to  have  him  fwinged  well. 

Chat. 

I am  as  glad  as  a woman  can  be  of  this  thing  to  here 
tell ; 

By  gog’s  bones,  when  he  cometh,  now  that  X know  the 
matter, 

He  fhall  fure  at  the  firfl  fkip,  to  leape  in  fealding  water : 

With  a worfe  turne  befides,  when  he  will,  let  him  come. 

Die  con. 

I tell  you  as  my  filler,  you  know  what  meaneth,  mum. 

Now  lake  I but  my  do&or,  to  playe  his  parte  againe, 

And  lo,  where  he  pometh  towards,  peradventurc  to  his 
paine. 

Dottor  Rat . 

What  good  newes,  Dieeon?  fellow,  is  mother  Chat  at 
home  ? 

Dieeon. 

She  is  fyr,  and  file  is  not ; but  it  pleale  her  to 
whome  : 

Yet  did  I take  her  tardy,  as  fubtle  as  fhe  was. 

Doctor  Rat. 

The  thing  that  thou  went’il  for,  hall  thou  brought  it 
to  paife  ? 

Dieeon. 

X have  done  that  I have  done,  be  it  worfe,  be  it 
better, 

And  dame  Chat  at  her  wyt’s  ende,  I have  almoil  fet  her. 

Do  Pi  or  Rat . 

Why,  hail  thou  fpied  the  neele  ? quickly  I pray  thee 
tell. 

Dieeon. 

I have  fpied  it  in  faith,  fir,  I handled  my  felfe  fo 
well ; 


And 
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And  yet  the  crafty  queane  had  almofl  take  my  trumpe ; 
Rut  or  all  came  to  an  ende,  I fet  her  in  a dumpe. 

Doftor  Rat • 

How  fo,  I pray  thee,  Diccon  ? 

Die  con. 

Mary,  fir,  will  ye  heare  ? 

She  was  clapt  downe  on  the  backfide,  by  Cock’s  mother 
dere. 

And  there  fhe  fat  fowing  a halter,  or  a bande. 

With  no  other  thing,  but  gammer’s  nedle  in  her  hande  l 
As  foon  as  any  knocke,  if  the  filth  be  in  doubte. 

She  needes  but  once  puffe,  and  her  candle  is  out: 

Now  I,  fir,  knowing  of  every  doore  the  pin. 

Came  nicely,  and  faid  no  worde,  till  time  I was  within 
And  there  I faw  the  neele,  even  with  thefe  two  eyes. 
Who  ever  fay  the  contrary,  I will  fweare  he  lyes. 

Doftor  Rat . 

O Diccon,  that  I was  not  there  then  in  thy  fleade  L 
Diccon . 

Well,  if  ye  will  be  ordred,  and  do  by  my  reade, 

I will  bring  you  to  a place,  as  the  houfe  flandes, 

Where  ye  fhall  take  the  drab  with  the  neele  in  her  handes. 
Doftor  Rat . 

For  God’s  fake,  do  fo,  Diccon,  and  I will  gage  my 
gowne. 

To  geve  the  a full  pot  of  the  bell  ale  in  the  towne. 

Diccon . 

Follow  me  but  a little,  and  mark  what  I fay, 

Lay  downe  your  gown  belide  you,  go  to,  come  on  your 
way  : 

Se  ye  not  what  is  here  ? a hole  wherein  ye  may  creepe 
Into  the  houfe,  and  fodenly  unawares  among  them  leape ; 
Thdre  fhal  ye  find  the  bich-fox,  and  the  neele  together. 
Do  as  I bid  you,  man,  come  on  your  ways  hether. 

Do  ft  or  Rat . 4 

Art  thou  fure,  Diccon , the  fwel-tub  flandes  not  here 
about  ? 


Diccon . 


/ 
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Diccon . 

I was  within  myfelfe,  man,  even  now,  there  is  no 
doubt. 

Go  foftly,  make  no  noife,  give  me  your  foote,  fir  John , 
Here  will  I waite  upon  you,  till  you  come  out  anon. 
Dottor  Rat. 

Help,  Diccon9  out  alas,  I fhall  be  (lain  among  them. 
Die  con. 

If  they  give  you  not  the  nedle,  tel  them  that  ye  wil 
hang  them. 

Ware  that,  how  my  wenches,  have  ye  caught  the  foxe,  - 
That  ufed  to  make  revel  among  your  hennes  and  cocks  ? 
Save  his  life  yet  for  his  order,  though  he  fufteine  fome 
paine. 

Gog’s  bread,  I am  afraid  they  will  beat  out  his  braine, 
Doflor  Rat. 

Wo  worth  the  houre  that  I came  heare. 

And  wo  worth  him  that  wrought  this  geare ; 

A fort  of  drabs  and  queans  have  me  bleft. 

Was  ever  creature  halfe  fo  evil  dreft  ? 

Who  ever  it  wrought,  and  frit  did  invent  it. 

He  fhall,  I warrant  him,  ere  long  repent  it. 

I will  fpend  all  I have  without  my  (kin. 

But  he  (hall  be  brought  to  the  plight  I am  in ; 

Mailer  Bay/y  I trow,  and  he  be  worth  his  eares. 

Will  fnaffle  thefe  murderers,  and  all  that  them  beares : 

I will  furely  neither  byte  nore  fuppe, 

Till  I fetch  him  hether,  this  matter  to  take  up. 


The 
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The  fifth  Acte.  The  first  Sceane. 


Mafter  Bayly.  Do  ft  or  Rat . 

Bayly. 

ICan  perceive  none  other,  I fpeak  it  from  my  heart. 
But  either  ye  are  all  in  the  fault,  or  els  in  the  greateH: 
part. 

Do  ft  or  Rat . 

If  it  be  counted  his  fault,  befides  all  his  greeves, 
When  a poor  man  is  fpoyled,  and  beaten  among  theeves* 
Then  I onfefs  my  fault  herein,  at  this  feafon  ; 

But  I hope  you  will  not  urge  fo  much  againft  reafon. 
Bayly . 

And  me  thinkes  by  your  own  tale,  of  all  that  ye 
name. 

If  any  plaid  the  theefe,  you  were  the  very  fame  : 

The  women  they  did  nothing,  as  your  words  made 
probation, 

But  flootly  withftood  your  forciable  invalion. 

If  that  a theefe  at  your  window  to  enter  ihould  begin. 
Wold  you  hold  forth  your  hand,  and  help  to  pull  him 
in  ? 

Or  wold  you  kepe  him  out  ? I pray  you  anfwer  me. 

Doftor  R(itr 

Mary  .hope  him  out : and  a good  caufe  why. 

But  I am  holheefe,  fir,  but  an  honeft  learned  clarke. 
Bayly . 

Yea,  but  who  knoweth  that,  when  he  meets  you  in 
the  dark  ? 
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I am  fure  your  learning  fhines  not  out  at  your  nofc. 

Was  it  any  marvaile,  though  the  poor  woman  arofe. 

And  ftrat  up,  being  afraide  of  that  was  in  hir  purfe  ? 

Me  thinke  you  may  be  glad  that  your  lucke  was  no  worfe. 
Doftor  Rat . 

Is  not  this  evil  ynough,  I pray  you  thinke  ? 

[ Shewing  his  broken  head . 

Bayly. 

Yea,  but  a man  in  the  darke,  if  chaunces  do  wincke. 
As  foone  meets  his  father  as  any  other  man, 

Becaufe,  for  lacke  of  light,  decerne  him  he  ne  can. 
Might  it  not  have  bene  your  lucke  with  a fpit  to  have, 
bene  flain  ? 

Doftor  Rat . 

I think  I am  little  better,  my  fcalpe  is  cloven  to  the 
brain  : 

If  there  be  all  the  remedy,  I know  who  bearcs  the 
knockes. 

Rayly . 

By  my  truth,  and  well  worthy  befides  to  kifle  the 
ttockes. 

To  come  in  on  the  backe  fide,  when  ye  might  go  about, 
I know  non  fuch,  unles  they  long  to  have  their  brained 
knockt  out. 

Doftor  Rat . 

Well,  will  you  be  fo  good,  fir,  as  talke  with  dame 

Chaty 

And  know  what  fhe  intended  i I afke  no  more  but  that, 
Bayly . 

Let  her  be  called,  fellow,  becaufe  of  matter  doftor, 

I warrant  in  this  cafe,  fhe  will  be  hir  owne  proftor : 

She  will  tell  hir  owne  tale  in  metter  or  in  prole, 

And  byd  you  feeke  your  remedy,  and  fo  go  wype  your 
nofe. 


The 
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The  fifth  Acte.  The  second  Sceane. 

M,  Daily.  Chat . D.  Rat,  Gammer . Hodge.  Die  con. 
Daily. 

Dame  Cbat9  matter  dodlor  upon  you  here  complained. 
That  you  and  your  maides  fhuld  him  much  diforder. 

And  taketh  many  an  oth,  that  no  word  be  fained, 
Laying  to  your  charge,  how  you  thought  him  to  murder  : 
And  on  his  part  againe,  that  lame  man  faith  furder. 

He  never  offended  you  in  word  or  intent 
To  heare  you  anfwer  hereto,  we  have  now  for  you  fent. 
Chat. 

That  I wold  have  murdered  him  ! fye  on  him  wretch. 
And  evil  mought  he  thee  for  it,  our  Lord  I befeech. 

I will  fwere  on  all  the  bookes  that  opens  and  Ihuttes 
He  faineth  this  tale  out  of  his  owne  guttes. 

For  this  feven  weekes  with  me,  1 am  fure,  he  fat  not 
downe ; 

Nay  ye  have  other  minions  in  the  other  end  of  the  town. 
Where  ye  were  liker  to  catch  fuch  a blow 
Then  any  where  els,  as  farre  as  I know. 

Daily. 

Be  like  then,  matter  doftor,  your  firipe  there  ye  got 
not. 

Doctor  Rat. 

Think  you  I am  fo  mad,  that  where  I was  bet  I wot 
not  ? 

Will  ye  believe  this  queane,  before  Ihe  hath  try’d  it  ? 

It  is  not  the  firft  dede  Ihe  hath  done,  and  afterward 
denide  it. 

Chat, 

What,  man,  will  you  fay  I broke  your  heade  ? 

Doftor  Rat . 

How  cantt  thou  prove  the  contrary  ? 


Chat. 
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Chat . 

Nay,  how  provefl  thou  that  I did  the  deade  ? 

Do  SI  or  Rat . 

Too  plainly  by  S.  Mary . 

This  profe,  I trow,  may  ferve,  though  I no  word  fpoke. 

[Showing  his  broken  head . 

Chat . 

Becaufe  thy  head  is  broken,  was  it  I that  it  broke  ? 

I faw  thee,  Rat , I tel  thee,  not  once  within  this  fortnight, 
DoSior  Rat . 

No,  mary,  thou  faweft  me  not ; for  why  ? thou  hadft 
no  light : 

But  I felt  thee  for  all  the  darke,  befhrew  thy  fmothe 
cheekes  ! 

And  thou  groped  me,  this  wil  declare  any  day  this  fix 
weekes.  [ Showing  his  head . 

Bayly . 

Anfwere  me  to  this,  M.  Rat , when  caught  you  this 
harme  of  yours  ? 

DoSior  Rat. 

A while  a go,  fir,  God  he  knoweth ; within  les  then 
thefe  two  hours, 

Bayly. 

Dame  Chat,  was  there  none  with  you  (confeffe  I faith) 
about  that  feafon  ? 

What,  woman,  let  it  be  what  it  wil,  ’tis  neither  felony 
nor  treafon. 

Chat. 

Yes,  by  my  faith,  mailer  Bayly,  there  was  a knave  not 
farre, 

Who  caught  one  good  philup  on  the  brow  with  a dore- 
barre. 

And  well  was  he  worthy,  as  it  feemed  to  me ; 

But  what  is  that  to  this  man,  fince  this  was  not  he  ? 

Bayly . 

Who  was  it  then  ? let’s  here. 


DoSior 
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DoSlor  Rat. 

Alas,  fir,  afk  you  that  ? 

Is  it  not  made  plain  inough  by  the  own  mouth  of  dame 
Chat  P 

The  time  agreeth,  my  head  is  broken,  her  tong  cannot 
lie; 

Only  upon  a bare  nay,  fhe  faith  it  was  not  I. 

Chat . 

No,  mary,  was  it  not  indeed ; ye  fliall  here  by  this  one 
thing : 

This  afternoon  a friend  of  mine,  for  good-will  gave  me 
warning. 

And  bad  me  wel  loke  to  my  rufie,  and  all  my  capons 
pennes ; 

For  if  I toke  not  better  heed,  a knave  wold  have  my 
hennes. 

Then  I,  to  fave  my  goods,  toke  fo  much  pains  as  him  to 
watch ; 

And  as  good  fortune  ferved  me,  it  was  my  chance  him 
for  to  catch. 

What  ftrooks  he  bare  away,  or  other  what  was  his 
gains, 

I wot  not ; but,  fure  I am,  he  had  fomething  for  his 
pains. 

Bayly. 

Yet  tells  thou  not  who  it  was. 

Chat. 

Who  it  was  ? A falfe  theefe. 

That  came  like  a falfe  foxe,  my  pullain  to  kil  and 
mifcheefe. 

Bayly . 

But  knoweft  thou  not  his  name  ? 

Chat . 

I know  it,  but  what  than  ? 

It  was  that  crafty  cullyon  Hodge,  my  gammer  Gurtorts 
man. 

Bayly , 
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Bayly. 

Cal  me  the  knave  hether,  he  fhall  fure  kifle  the 
jftockes. 

I fhall  teach  him  a leffon  for  filching  hens  or  cocks. 

Dottor  Rat . 

I marvail,  mafter  Bayly , fo  bleared  be  your  eyes  ! 

An  egge  is  not  fo  full  of  meat,  as  fhe  is  full  of  lies : 

When  fhe  hath  plaid  this  pranke,  to  excufe  all  this  geare, 

She  layeth  the  fault  on  fuch  a one,  as  I know  was  not 
there. 

Chat . 

Was  he  not  there?  loke  on  his  pate;  that  lhalbe  his 
witnes. 

Doftor  Rat . 

I wold  my  head  were  halfe  fo  hole,  I wold  feck  no 
redreffe. 

Baily. 

God  blelfe  you,  gammer  Gurton . 

Ga?nmer • 

God  dilde  you,  mafter  mine. 

Baily . 

Thou  haft  a knave  within  thy  houfe,  Hodge}  a fervant 
of  thine. 

They  tell  me  that  bufie  knave  is  fuch  a filching  one, 

That  hen,  pig,  goofe,  or  capon,  thy  neighbour  can  have 
none. 

Gammer . 

By  God,  chain  much  ameved,  to  hear  anic  fuch  report  2 

Hodge  was. not  wont,  ich  trow,  to  have  him  in  that  fort. 

Chat . 

A theevifher  knave  is  not  on  live,  more  filching,  nor 
more  falfe ; 

Manie  a truer  man  than  he  has  been  hanged  up  by  the 
halfe. 

And  thou  his  dame,  of  all  his  theft  thou  art  the  foie 
receaver  ; 

For  Hodge  to  catch,  and  thou  to  keep,  I never  knew  none 
better. 

Gammer * 
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Glimmer. 

Sir,  reverence  of  your  mafterdom,  arid  you  were  out  of 
door, 

Chold  be  fo  bold,  for  all  her  brags,  to  cal!  hir  arrant 
whore. 

And  ich  knew  tiodgl  fo  bad  as  tow,  ich  wifh  me  endleflc 
forrow. 

And  chould  not  take  the  pains  to  hang  him  up  before 
to  morrow. 

Chat . 

What  have  I ftoln  from  the  or  thine,  thou  ilfavorM  old 
trot  ? 

Gammer . 

A greal  deal  more  ( by  God  bleft ) then  chever  by  the 
got, 

That  thou  knoweft  well,  I need  not  fay  it. 

Baity . 

Stoppe  there  I fay. 

And  tell  me  here,  I pray  you,  this  matter  by  the  waie; 

How  chaunce  Hodge  is  not  here  ? him  wold  I fain  have 
had. 

Gammer. 

Alas,  fir,  heel  be  here  anon ; ha  be  handled  too  bad. 

Chat . 

Matter  Bally \ fir,  ye  be  not  fuch  a fool,  well  I know. 

But  ye  perceive  by  this  lingring  there  is  a pad  in  the 
ttraw.  [Thinking  that  Hod g his  head  was  broke  9 
and  that  gammer  wold  not  let  him  come 

before  them . 

Gammer . 

Chil  ihew  you  his  face,-  ich  warrant  the:  — — lo  now 
where  he  is ! 

Baily . 

Come  on,  fellow ; it  is  told  me  thou  art  a flirew  X 
wylfe ; 
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Thy  neighbour’s  hens  thou  takeft,  and  plaies  the  two 
legged  foxe ; 

Their  chikens,  and  their  capons  too,  and  now  and  then 
their  cocks. 

Hodge, 

Ich  defy  them  all  that  dare  it  fay ; cham  as  true  as  the 
beft. 


Baily. 

Wart  not  thou  take  within  this  hour  in  dame  Chads 
hens  neft  ? 


Hodge. 

Take  there  ! no,  mailer,  chould  not  do’t  for  a houfe  ful 
of  gold. 

Chat. 

Thou  art  the  devil  in  thy  cote ; fware  this  I dare  be 
bold. 

Dottor  Rat. 

Swear  me  no  fwearing,  quean,  the  devil  he  geve  the 
forrow  ; 

As  is  not  worth  a gnat,  thou  canfl  fwear  till  to  morrow. 

Where  is  the  harme  he  hath  ? fhew  it ; by  God’s  bread. 

Ye  beat  him  with  a witnes,  but  the  ftripes  light  on  my 
head. 

Hodge . 

Bet  me  ! GogVblefted  bodie,  chold  firft,  ich  trow,  have 

% burft  the  ; 

Ich  think,  and  chad  my  hands  loofe,  callet,  chould  have 
cruft  the. 

Chat . 

Thou  fhitten  knave,  I trow,  thou  knoweft  the  ful  weight 
of  my  fift. 

I am  fowlie  deceived,  unlefs  thy  head  and  my  door-bar 
- kifte. 


Hodge. 

Hold  thy  chat,  hore ; thou  crieft  fo  loud,  can  no  man 
els  be  hard. 


Chat. 
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Chat . 

Well,  knave,  and  I had  the  alone,  I wold  furelie  rap 
thy  coftard. 

Baity . 

Sir,  anfwer  me  to  this.  Is  thy  head  whole  or  broken  ? 

Chat . 

Yea,  mailer  Baity , blell  be  everie  good  token. 

Hodge. 

Is  my  head  whole  ? ich  warrant  you,  ’tis  neither  fcurvy 
nor  fcald : 

What,  you  foul  bealt,  does  think  ’tis  either  pild  or  bald  ? 

Nay,  ich  thank  God,  chil  not  for  all  that  thou  maill 
fpend, 

That  chad  one  fcab  on  my  narle  as  brode  as  thy  finger’s 
end. 

Baity . 

Come  nearer  here. 

Hodge. 

Yes,  that  ich  dare. 

Baity • 

By  our  lady,  here  is  no  harme ; 

Hodge's  head  is  hole  enough,  for  all  dame  Chads  charme. 

Chat. 

By  Gog’s  blell,  however  the  thing  he  clockes  or 
fmojders, 

I know  the  blows  he  bare  awaie,  either  with  head  or 
Ihoulders. 

Camell  thou  not,  knave,  within  this  hour,  creeping  into 
my  pens. 

And  there  was  caught  within  my  houfe,  groping  among 
my  hens  ? 

Hodge. 

A plage  both  on  thy  hens  and  thee  ! a cart,  whore,  a 
cart ; 

Chould  I were  hanged  as  hie  as  a tree,  and  chware  as 
falfe  as  thou  art. 

Geve  my  gammer  again  her  walhical  thou  Hole  away  in 
thy  lap. 

P 3 


Gammer. 
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Gammer . 

Yea,  matter  Baity , there  is  a thing  you  know  not  on 
mayhap  : 

This  drab  fhe  kepes  away  my  good,  (the  devil  he  might 
her  fnare) 

Ich  pray  you,  that  ich  might  have  a right  action  on  her. 

Chat . 

Have  I thy  good,  old  filth,  or  any  fuch  old  fowe’s  ? 

I am  as  true,  I wold  thou  knew,  as  (kin  between  thy 
browes. 

Gammer . 

Many  a truer  hath  been  hang’d,  though  you  efcape  the 
danger. 

Chat . 

Thou  lhalt  anfwer,  by  God’s  pitie,  for  this  thy  foul 
Ilaunder. 

Baity. 

Why,  what  can  ye  charge  hir  withal  ? to  fay  fo  ye  do 
not  wel. 

Gammer. 

Mary,  a vengeaunce  to  hir  hart,  the  whore  has  ftoln 
my  neele. 

Chat . 

Thy  nedle,  old  witch  ! how  fo  it  were  alms  thy  fcul 
to  knock ; 

So  didft  thou  fay,  the  other  day,  that  I had  ftoln  thy 
cock. 

And  rotted  him  to  my  breakfaft,  which  lhall  not  be 
forgotten  ; 

The  devil  puj  out  thy  lying  tong,  and  teeth  that  be 
rotten. 

Gammer . 

Geve  me  my  neele  $ as  for  my  cocke,  chould  be  verie 
loth. 

That  chul d here  tell  he  fliuld  hang  on  thy  falfe  faith  and 
troth. 
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Baity . 

Your  talke  is  fuch,  I can  fcarce  learn  who  fhuld  be  moft 
in  fault. 

Gammer. 

Yet  fhall  ye  find  no  other  wight,  fave  fhe,  by  bred 
and  fait. 

Baity. 

Kepe  ye  content  a while,  fe  that  your  tonges  ye 
hold ; 

Mcthinks  you  fhuld  remember,  this  is  no  place  to  fcolde. 

How  knoweft  thou,  gammer  Gurton,  dame  Chat  thy  nedle 
had  ? 

Gammer. 

To  name  you,  fir,  the  partie,  chould  not  be  very 
glad. 

Baity . • 

Yea,  but  we  mutt  needs  hear  it,  and  therefore  faie  it 
boldlie. 

Gammer . 

Such  one  as  told  the  tale,  full  foberlie  and  coldlie ; 

Even  he  that  loked  on,  will  fweare  on  a booke, 

What  time  this  drunken  gofiip  my  fair  long  neele  up 
tooke : 

Diccon  (matter)  the  bedlam,  cham  very  fure  ye  know 
him. 

Baity. 

A falfe  knave,  by  God’s  pitie ! ye  were  but  a fool  to 
trow  him. 

I durft  aventure  well  the  price  of  my  beft  cap, 

That  when  the  ende  is  known,  all  will  turn  to  a jape. 

Told  he  not  you  that  befides,  fhe  hole  your  cock  that 

^ tide  ? 

Ganmer. 

No,  matter,  no  indeed,  for  then  he  fhuld  have  lied ; 

My  cocke  is,  I thanke  Chrift , fafe  and  well  a fine. 

Chat. 

Yea,  but  that  ragged  colt,  that  whore,  that  Tib  of 
thine. 


Said 


232  GAMMER  GURTON’S  NEEDLE: 

Said  plainlie  thy  cocke  was  ftolne,  and  in  my  houfe  was 
eaten ; 

That  lying  cut  is  loft,  that  fhe  is  not  fwinged’and  beaten.: 
And  yet  for  all  my  good  name,  it  were  a fmall  amends ; 

I picke  not  this  geare  ( hear’ft  thou ) out  of  my  fingers 
ends. 

But  he  that  hard  it  told  me,  who  thou  of  late  didft 
name, 

Diccon , whom  all  men  knows,  it  was  the  verie  fame. 
Baily. 

This  is  the  cafe  ; you  loft  your  nedle  about  the  dores* 
And  fhe  anfwers  again,  fhe  hafe  no  cock  of  yours : 

Thus  in  your  talke  and  adtion,  from  that  you  do  intend. 
She  is  whole  five  mile  wide  from  that  lhe  doth  defend. 
Will  you  fay  lhe  hath  your  cocke  ? 

♦ Gammer . 

No,  mary,  fir,  that  chil  not. 

Baily . 

Will  you  confefle  hir  neele  ? 

Chat* 

Will  I ? no,  fir,  will  I not. 

Baily . 

Then  there  lieth  all  the  matter. 

Gammer . 

Soft,  mafter,  by  the  way, 

Ye  know,  fhe  could  do  little,  and  fhe  could  not  fay  naie. 

Baily. 

Yea,  but  he  that  made  one  lie  about  your  cocke  ftealing, 
Will  not  fticke  to  make  another,  what  time  lies  be  in 
dealing. 

I weene,  the  end  will  prove  this  brawle  did  firft  arife 
Upon  no  other  ground,  but  only  Diccorfs  lies. 

Chat . 

Though  fome  be  lies,  as  you  belike  have  efpied  them, 
Yet  other  fome  be  true ; by  proofe  I have  wel  tried 
them. 

Bayly . 

What  other  thing  befide  this,  dame  Chat  ? 


Chat . 
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Chat . 

Mary,  fir,  even  this. 

The  tale  I tulde  before,  the  felfe  fame  tale  it  was  his; 

He  gave  me,  like  a frende,  warning  againil  my  lofie, 

Els  had  my  hens  been  ftoln  eche  one,  by  God’s  crofle. 

He  told  me  Hodg  wold  come,  and  in  he  came  indeed; 

But  as  the  matter  chaunfed,  with  greater  haft  then  fpced. 

This  truth  was  faid,  and  true  was  found,  as  trulie  I 
report. 

Baity . 

If  do&or  Rat  be  not  deceived,  it  was  o’ another  fort. 

Doftor  Rat. 

By  God’s  mother,  thou  and  he  be  a cople  of  futtle 
foxes ; 

Between  you  and  Hodge>  I bear  awaie  the  boxes. 

Did  not  Diccon  appoint  the  place,  where  thou  ihuld’ft 
Hand  to  meet  him  ? 

Chat. 

Yes,  by  the  mafie ; and  if  he  came,  bad  me  not  fticke 
to  fpeet  hym. 

Dotfor  Rat. 

God’s  facrament ! the  villain  knave  hath  drcft  us  round 
about ; 

He  is  the  caufe  of  all  this  brawl,  that  dirty  fhitten  loute. 

When  gammer  Gurton  here  complained,  and  made  a ruful 
mone, 

I heard  him  fwear  that  you  had  gotten  hir  nedle  that  was 
gone. 

And  this  to  try  he  furder  faid,  he  was  full  loth;  how 
be  it 

He  was  content  with  fmall  ado  to  bring  me  where  to 
fee  it. 

And  where  ye  fat,  he  faith  ful  certain,  if  I wold  follow 
his  read, 

Into  your  houfe  a privy  waie  he  wold  me  guid  and 
lead, 


And 
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And  where  ye  had  it  in  your  hands,  fewing  about  a 
clowt, 

And  fet  me  in  the  backe  hole,  thereby  to  finde  you  out : 

And  whiles  J fought  a quietnes,  creeping  upon  my  knees, 

I found  the  weight  of  your  door-bar,  for  my  reward  and 
fees.  ^ 

Such  is  the  lucke  that  fome  men  gets,  while  they  begin 
to  mel. 

In  fetting  at  one  fuch  as  were  out,  minding  to  make  all 
well, 

Hodge . 

Was  not  well  bleft,  gammer,  .to  fcape  that  fcour  ? and 
chad  been  there. 

Then  chad  ben  drell,  belike,  as  ill  (by  the  malfe)  as 
gaffer  vicar. 

Baity, 

Mary,  fir,  here  is  a fport  alone  ; I lokcd  for  fuch  an 

end  ; 

If  Diccon  had  not  plaied  the  knave,  this  had  ben  fone 
amend. 

My  gammer  here  he  made  a fool,  and  dreft  hir  as  flic 

was  ; 

And  goodwife  Chat  he  fet  to  fcold,  till  both  parties  cried, 
alas ! 

And  doftor  Rat  was  not  behind,  whiles  Chat  his  crown 
did  pare ; 

I wold  the  knave  had  ben  ftarke  blind,  if  Hodge , had  not 
his  fhare. 

Hodge . 

Cham  meetlie  wel  fped  alredie  among’s,  cham  dreft 
like  a coult ; 

And  chad  not  had  the  better  wit,  chad  been  made  a 
doult. 

Baity . 

Sir  knave,  make  haft  Dicco?i  were  here ; fetch  him  where 
ever  he  be. 

Chat, 

Fie  on  the  villain,  fie,  fie,  that  makes  us  thus  agree ! 

Gammer, 
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Gammer . 

Fie  on  him,  knave,  with  all  my  hart,  now  fie,  and  fre 
again  ! 

Dottor  Rat . 

Now  fie  on  him,  may  I bell  faie,  whom  he  hath  almoll 
(lain. 

Baily . 

Lo  where  he  commeth  at  hand,  belike  he  was  not 
fare. 

Diccon , here  be  two  or  three  thy  comp  an  ie  cannot  fpare. 

Die  con. 

God  b leife  you,  and  you  maie  be  bleft  fo  manie  all  at 
once. 

Chat . 

Come,  knave,  it  were  a good  deed  to,  gled  the,  by  co<  kes 
bones. 

Seell  not  thy  handiwarke  ? fir  Rat,  can  you  forbear  him  ? 

Diccon . 

A vengeance  on  thofe  hands  life,  for  my  hands  carm  not 
neer  him. 

The  horfen  prieft  hath  lift  the  pot  in  fome  of  thefa  ale- 
wives  chaires, 

That  his  head  wold  not  ferve  him,  belike,  to  come  clown 
the  ftaires. 

Baily » 

Nay,  foft,  thou  maift  not  plaie  the  knave,  and  have 
this  language  to ; 

If  thou  thy  tong  bridle  a while,  the  better  maifl  thou  do, 

Confeffe  the  truth  as  I fhall  afk,  and  ceafe  a while  to 
fable, 

And  for  thy  fault,  I jpromife  the,  thy  handling  fhalbe 
reafonable. 

Haft  thou  not  made  a lie  or  twro,  to  fet  thefe  twg  by  the 
ears  ? 

Diccon . 

What  if  I have  ? five  hundred  fuch  have  I feen  within 
(thefe  feven  years ; 


z36  GAMMER  GURTON’S  NEEDLE. 


I am  fory  for  nothing  elfe,  but  that  I fee  not  the  fport 
Which  was  between  them  when  they  met,  as  they  them- 
felves  report. 

Baily, 

The  greateft  thing,  mailer  Rat , ye  fe  how  he  is  dreft. 
Die  con. 

What  devil  need  he  be  groping  fo  deep  in  goodwife 
Chat's  hen’s  neil  ? 


Baily . 

Yea,  but  it  was  thy  drift  to  bring  him  into  the 
briars, 

Diccon . 

God’s  bread  ! hath  not  fuch  an  old  fool  wit  to  fave  his 
ears  ? 

He  fhoweth  himfelf  herein,  you  fee,  fo  very  coxe. 

The  cat  was  not  fo  madly  alured  by  the  foxe, 

To  run  into  the  fnares  was  fet  for  him  doubtlelfe ; 

For  lie  leapt  in  for  mice,  and  this  fir  John  for  madnefs. 
DoBor  Rat . 

Well,  and  ve  Ihift  no  better,  ye  lofel,  lither,  and  lafie, 
I w'ill  go  near  for  this  to  make  ye  leape  at  a dafie. 

In  the  king’s  name,  mailer  Bailyy  I charge  you  fet  him 
fall. 


Diccon . 

What  ! fall  at  cards,  or  on  deep  ? it  is  the  thing  I did 
lail. 


DoBor  Rat , 

Nay,  fall  in  fetters,  falfe  varlet,  according  to  thy  deeds, 
Bayly . 

Mailer  DoBor>  there  is  no  remedy,  I mull  intreat  you 
needs 

Some  other  kinde  of  punifhment. 

DoBor  Rat . 

Nay,  by  all  halows. 

His  punifhment,  if  I may  judge,  lhalbe  naught  els  but  the 
gallous. 
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Baily. 

That  were  too  fore ; a Spiritual  man  to  be  fo  ex- 
tream  ! 


Doftor  Rat. 

Is  he  worthy  any  better,  fir?  how  do  you  judge  and 
deam  ? 

Baily . 

I graunt  him  worthy  punishment,  but  by  no  wife  fo 
great. 

Gammer. 

It  is  a fhame,  ich  tell  you  plain,  for  fuch  falfe  knaves 
intreat. 

He  has  almoft  undone  us  all,  that  is  as  true  as  fleel : 

And  yet  for  all  this  great  ado,  cham  never  the  nere  my 
neele. 

Baily . 

Can’ll  thou  not  fay  any  thing  to  that,  Die  con,  with  leafl 
or  moll  ? 

Diccon . 

Yea,  mary,  lir,  thus  much  I can  fay  well,  the  neele  h 
loft. 


Baily . 

Nay,  canll  not  thou  tell  which  way  that  nedle  may  be 
found  ? 

Diccon . 

No,  by  my  fay,  fir,  though  I might  have  an  hundred 
pound. 

Hodge. 

Thou  lier  lickdifh,  didll  not  fay  the  neele  wold  be 
gitton  ? 

Diccon . 

No,  Hodge ; by  the  fame  token  you  were  at  that  time 
belhitten, 

For  fear  of  hobgobling,  you  wot  well  what  I mean ; 

As  long  as  it  is  fence,  I fear  me  yet  ye  be  fcarce  clean. 
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Baity. 

Well,  matter  Rat,  you  mull  both  learn,  arid  teach  us 
to  forgeve, 

Since  Diccon  hath  confeffion  made,  and  is  fo  clean 
Ihreve  : 

If  ye  to  me  confent  to  amend  this  heavy  chaunce, 

I will  injoin  him  here  fome  open  kind  of  penaunce  : 

Of  this  condition,  where  ye  know  my  fee  is  twenty 
pence. 

For  the  bloodlhed,  I am  agreed  with  you  here  to  dif- 
pence  ; 

Ye  lhall  go  quite,  fo  that  you  graunt  the  matter  now  to 
run, 

To  ende  with  mirth  emong  us  all,  even  as  it  was  begun. 

Chat. 

Say  ye,  mailer  vicar,  and  he  lhall  fure  confes  to  be 
your  detter. 

And  all  we  that  be  here  prefent  will  love  you  much  the 
better. 

Doftor  Rat . 

My  part  is  the  word ; but  fince  you  all  hereon  agree, 

Go  even  to  mailer  Baity,  let  it  be  fo  for  me. 

Baity . 

How  faied  thou,  Dicco?i , art  content  this  lhall  on  me 
depend  ? 

„ Diecon. 

Go  to,  mader  Baity , fay  on  your  mind,  I know  ye  are 
my  frend. 

Bayij . 

Then  marke  you  well ; to  recompence  this  thy  former 
adlion, 

Becaufe  thou  had  offended  all,  to  make  them  fatisfa&ion, 

Before  their  faces  here  kneel  down,  and  as  I lhall  the 
teach. 

For  thou  lhalt  take  an  othe  on  Hedge's  leather-  breach  ; 


Fir# 
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Firft  for  mailer  DoBor , upon  pain  of  his  curlfe, 

Where  he  will  pay  for  al,  thou  never  draw  thy  purlfe : 
And  when  ye  meet  at  one  pot,  he  lhall  have  the  firlt 
pull; 

And  thou  lhalt  never~offer  him  the  cup,  but  it  be  full. 
To  goodwife  Chat  thou  lhalt  be  fwotn,  even  on  the  fame 
wife. 

If  Ihe  refufe  thy  money  once,  never  to  offer-  it  twiffc. 
Thou  lhalt  be  bound  by  the  fame  here,  as  thou  doll 
take  it. 

When  thou  maill  drinke  of  free  coll,  thou  never  forfake 
it. 

For  gammer  Gurtori  s fake  again  fworn  thou  lhalt  be. 

To  help  hir  to  hir  nedle  again,  if  it  do  lie  in  thee ; 

And  likewife  be  bound,  by  the  vertue  of  that. 

To  be  of  good  abeting  to  Gib  hir  great  cat. 

La  11  ofall  for  Hodge , the  othe  to  fcanne, 

Thou  lhalt  never  take  him  for  line  gentleman. 

Hodge . 

Come  on,  fellow  Diccon , chalbe  even  with  thee  now. 
Baily, 

Thou  wilt  not  llicke  to  do  this,  Diccony  I trow  ? 

Diccon . 

No,  by  my  father’s  fkin,  my  hand  down  I lay  it: 

Loke,  as  I have  promifed,  I will  not  denay  it; 

But,  Hodge , take  good  heed  now,  thou  do  not  befhite  me. 

\And  gave  him  a good  blow  on  the  buttocks . 
Hodge . 

Gogs  hart,  thou  falfe  villain,  doll  thou  bite  me? 

Baily. 

What,  Hodge , doth  he  hurt  the  or  ever  he  begin  ? 

Hodge » 

He  thrull  me  into  the  buttocke  with  a bodkin  or  2 
pin  : 

I lay,  gammer,  gammer  ! 


Gammer* 
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Gammer . 

How  now,  Hodge,  how  now  ! 

Hodge . 

God’s  malt,  gammer  Gurton  ! 

Gammer • 

Thou  art  mad,  ich  trow. 

Hodge. 

Will  you  fee  the  devil,  gammer  ? 

Gammer . 

The  devil.  Tonne ! God  bleffe  us. 

Hodge . 

Chould  iche  were  hanged,  gammer. 

Gammer • 

Mary,  Te  ye  might  drefie  us. 

Hodge . 

Chave  it,  by  the  maffe,  gammer. 

Gammer. 

What,  not  my  neele,  Hodge? 

\ Hodge . 

Your  neele,  gammer,  your  neele. 

Gammer . 

No,  fie,  doll  but  dodge. 

Hodge. 

Cha  found  your  neele,  gammer,  here  in  my  hand  be 
it. 


Gammer.- 

For  all  the  loves  on  earth,  Hodge , let  me  Tee  it. 
Hodge . 

Soft,  gammer. 

Gammer. 

Good  Hodge . 

Hodge . 

Soft,  ich  fay,  tarie  a while. 

Gammer . 

Nay,  fweet  Hodge>  fay  truth,  and  not  me  begile. 


Hodge. 
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Hodge. 

Cham  fure  oh  it ; ich  warrant  you,  it  goes  no  more 
allray. 

Gatnmer. 

Hodge , when  I fpeak  fo  fair,  wil  Hill  fay  me  nay  ? 
Hodge. 

Go  hear  the  light,  gammer,  this  well  in  faith  good 
lucke  : 

Chwas  almoft  undone,  ’twas  fo  far  in  my  buttocke. 
Gammer. 

’Tis  mine  own  dear  neele,  Hodge , fikerly  I wot. 

Hodge. 

Cham  I not  a good  fonne,  gammer,  cham  I not  ? 
Gammer. 

Chrifi  blelfing  light  on  thee,  hall  made  me  for  ever. 
Hodge. 

Ich  knew  that  ich  mull  finde  it,  els  chould  a had  it 
never. 

Chat. 

By  my  troth,  golfip  Gurton>  I am  even  as  glad. 

As  though  I mine  own  felfe  as  good  a turn  had. 

Baily. 

And  I by  my  confcience,  to  fee  it  fo  come  forth, 
Rejoyce  fo  much  at  it,  as  three  nedles  be  worth. 

Do  ft  or  Rat. 

I am  no  whit  forry  to  fee  you  fo  rejoyce. 

Die  con. 

Nor  I much  the  glader  for  all  this  noice. 

Yet  fay  gramercie,  Diccori , for  fpringing  of  the  game. 
Gammer . 

Gramercie,  Diccon , twenty  times ; o how  glad  cham  ! 
If  that  chould  do  fo  much,  your  malterdome  to  come 
hether, 

Mailer  Rat,  goodwife  Chat , and  Diccon  together ; 

Cha  but  one  halfpeny,  as  far  as  ich  know  it. 

And  chil  not  reil  this  night,  till  iche  bellow  it. 

If  ever  ye  love  me,  let  us  go  in  and  drinke, 

Baily . 


Vol.  I. 
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Bai/y . 

I am  content,  if  the  reft  thinke  as  I thinke. 

Mafter  Rat>  it  ihall  be  beft  for  you  if  we  fo  da. 

Then  lhail  you  warme  you  and  reft  your  felfc  too. 

Die  con. 

Soft,  firs,  take  us  with  you,  the  company  flialbe  the 
more ; 

As  proude  comes  behinde,  they  fay,  as  anie  goes  before. — 
But  now,  my  good  mailers,  fince  we  muft  be  gone, 

And  leave  you  behinde  us  here  all  alone  ; 

Since  at  our  laft  ending,  thus  mery  we  be, 

For  gammer  Gurtoits  nedle  fake*  let  us  have  a plaudity. 


The  END  of  Gammer  Gurton’s  Needxe. 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF  CAMBISBS. 


This  is  the  play  that  Shakefpeare  is  fuppojed  to  allude  to, 
when  he  introduces  Falfla fF  /peaking  in  king  Cambifes*  vein, 
in  the  fir  ft  part  of  Henry  the  fourth . It  was  written  early 
in  the  reign  oft  Elizabeth  (according  to  fome  in  1561.)  by 
Thomas  Prefton,  M.  A.  fellow  of  King’s  College,  and  af- 
terwards L.D . and  mafier  of  Trinity  Hall,  in  Cambridge. 
He  performed  fo  admirably  well  in  the  tragedy  of  Dido,  be- 
fore queen  Elizabeth,  when  Jbe  was  entertained  in  that  uni- 
verfity  in  1 5 64 ; and  did  fo  genteelly  and  gracefully  difpute 
before  her , that  Jhe  gave  him  20 1.  per  ann.  for  fo  doing . 
See  Thomas  Hatcher,  or  his  continuator , in  the  catalogue 
of  provofts , fellows , and  fcholars  of  King’s  College.  MS. 
under  the  year  1650.  [Oldvs’  MS.  notes  on  Langbaine.] 
The  play  is  here  given  from  a black-letter  copy  in  Mr . 
Garrick’s  colleftion,  imprinted  by  John  Allde : Ames  informs 
his  reader , that  it  was  printed  by  Edward  Allde  ; but  this 
feems  to  be  a mifiake , for  the  earlieft  book  we  find  printed  by 
the  latter  is  dated  1587.  The  prologue , and  great  part  of 
Cambifes  was  zvritten  by  the  author  in  long  Alexandrines, 
which  the  narrownefs  of  the  page  rendered  it  neceffary  here  to 
fub  divide. 
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The  PROLOGUE  entreth. 

AG  AT  HO  N,  he  whofe  counfail  wife 
to  princes  wele  extended. 

By  good  advice  unto  a prince 

iii  things  he  hath  commended  : 

Firft  is,  that  he  hath  government, 
and  ruleth  over  men ; 

Secondly,  to  rule  with  lawes, 

eke  juftice  (faith  he)  then  ; 

Thirdly,  that  he  muft  wel  conceive, 
he  may  not  alwaies  reign  : 

Lo,  thus  the  rule  unto  a prince, 

Agathon  fquared  plaine. 

Tally  the  wife  whofe  fapience, 

in  volumes  great  dooth  tel. 

Who  in  wifdome,  in  that  time 
did  many  men  excel, 

A prince  (faith  he)  is  of  himfelf, 
a plain  and  fpeaking  law. 

The  law,  a fchoole  maifter  divine, 
this  by  his  rule  I drawe. 

The  fage  and  witty  Seneca , 

his  woords  therto  did  frame ; 

The  honeft  exercife  of  kings, 

men  wil  infue  the  fame. 

But  contrary  wife  if  that  a king, 
abufe  his  kingly  feat. 

His  ignomy  and  bitter  fhame, 

in  fine  fhalbe  more  greats 
In  Percia  there  reign^i  a king, 

who  Cirus  hight  by  name. 

Who  did  deferve,  as  I doo  read, 
the  lafiing  blaft  of  fame : 

But  he,  when  fillers  three  had  wrought, 
to  fhere  his  vitall  thred. 

As  heire  due  to  take  the  crown, 

Cambices  did  proceed; 


He 


He  in  his  youth  was  trained  up, 
by  trice  of  vertues  lore. 

Yet  (being  king)  did  clene  forget 
his  perfedl  race  before. 

Then  cleving  more  unto  his  wil 
fuch  vice  did  immitate. 

As  one  of  Icarus  his  kinde, 

forwarning  then  did  hate  ; 

Thinking  that  none  could  him  difmay, 
ne  none  his  fafls  could  fee ; 

Yet  at  the  laft  a fall  he  took, 
like  Icarus  to  bee. 

Els  as  the  fifli,  which  oft  had  take 

the  pleafant  bait  from  hook, 

In  fafe  did  fpring,  and  pearce  the  ftreames, 
when  fifher  faftdid  looke, 

To  hoift  up  from  the  watry  waves 
unto  the  dryed  land, 

Then  fcaept,  at  laft  by  futtle  baight 
come  to  the  fifhers  hand : 

Even  fo  this  king  Cambices  heer, 

when  he  had  wrought  his  wil. 
Taking  delight  the  innocent, 

his  giltleffe  blood  to  fpil ; 

Then  mightie  Jove  would  not  permit, 
to  profecute  offence, 

But  what  meafure  the  king  did  meat, 
the  fame  did  Jove  commence. 

To  bring  to  end  with  fhame  his  race, 
two  yeeres  he  did  not  reign  ; 

His  crueltie  we  wil  dilate, 

and  make  the  matter  plain  ; 

Craving  that  this  may  fufRfe  now, 
your  patience  to  win : 

I take  my  way ; beholde,  I fee 
the  players  comming  in. 

FINIS. 


A COMMEDY 

O F 

KING  CAMBISES. 


Fir  ft  enter  Cambifes  the  King , Knight  and  Councellor . 
Cambifes, 

MY  counfaile  grave  and  fapient, 
with  lords  of  legal  train. 

Attentive  eares  towards  bend, 

and  mark  what  fhalbe  fain.— - 
So  you  likewife,  my  valiant  knight, 
whofe  manly  ads  doth  fly. 

By  brute  ©f  fame  the  founding  trump 
dooth  perfe  the  azure  Iky  : 

My  fapient  woords,  I fay  perpend, 
and  fo  your  Ikil  delate. 

You  knowe,  that  Mors  vanquiflied  hath 
Cirus  that  king  of  hate  j 
And  I by  due  inheritance 

poflefle  that  princely  crown, 

Ruling  by  fwoord  of  mightie  force 
in  place  of  great  renown. 


You 
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You  knowc,  and  often  have  heard  tel 
my  fathers  worthy  fads  ; 

A manly  Marjis  hart  he  bare, 
appeering  by  his  ads. 
ibid  what  ? fhall  I to  ground  let  fall 
my  fathers  golden  praife  ? 

No,,  no ; I meane  for  to  attempt 

this  fame  more  large  to  raife, 

Int  that  that  I,  his  fonne,  fucceed 
his  kingly  feat  as  due  r 
Ustend  your  councel  unto  me 
in  that  I afke  of  you. 

I am  the  king  of  Perjiar 

a large  and  fertil  foil : 

The  Egiptiaws  againft  us  repunge, 
asverlets  Have  and  vile;. 

Tkerfore  I meane  with  Marfis  hart, 
with  warres  them  to  frequent. 

Them  to  fubdue  as  captives  mine, 
this  is  my  harts  intent : 

£©  fhall  I win  honours  delight, 

and  praife  of  me  fhall  go. — 

My  Cau?icel3  fpeak ; and,  lordings  eke* 
is  it  not  bell  doo  fo  ? 

CounceL 

Oh  pufant  king,  your  blisful  woord* 
deferves  abundant  praife. 

That  you  in  this  do  go  about, 

your  fathers  fame  to  raife. 

Qfe  blisful  day,  that  king  fo  yung 
fuch  profit  fhould  conceive; 

His  fathers  praife  and  his  to  win, 

from  thofe  that  would  deceive* 

Sure,  my  true  and  foverain  king, 

1 fall  before  you  prefb, 

Aafwere  to  give  as  duty  mine, 

in  that  your  grace  requefh 
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If  that  your  hart  adified  be, 

the  Egiptims  to  convince, 
Through  Marfts  aid  the  conqueft  wun, 
then  deed  of  happy  prince 
Shall  pearce  the  Ikyes  unto  the  throne 
of  the  fupernall  feat, 

And  merit  there  a juit  rewarde 
of  Jupiter  the  great. 

But  then  your  grace  mult  not  turn  back 
from  this  pretenced  wil. 

For  to  proceed  in  vertuous  life, 
imploy  indevour  ftil ; 

Extinguifh  vice,  and  in  that  cup 
to  drink  have  no  delight : 

To  martiall  feats,  and  kingly  fporte, 
fix  all  your  whole  delight. 

King. 

My  Ccuncel  grave,  a thoufand  thanks 
with  hart  I doo  you  render. 

That  you  my  cafe  fo  profperoufe 
intierly  doo  tender: 

I wil  not  fwarve  from  thofe  your  Heps., 
wherto  you  wold  me  train.  — 
But  now,  my  lord,  and  valiant  knight, 
with  woords  give  anfwer  plain ; 
Are  you  content  with  me  to  go, 
the  Marjis  games  to  try  ? 

Lord . 

Yea,  peerlelfe  prince,  to  aid  your  grace, 
my  felf  wil  live  and  dye, 

Knight . 

And  I for  my  habilitie, 

for  feare  wil  not  turn  back  ; 

But  as  the  fhip  againll  the  rocks, 
fuftain  and  bide  the  wrack. 


King. 

Oh  willing  harts,  a thoufand  thanks 
I render  unto  you  : 

Strik  up  your  drummes  with  courage  great 
we  will  march  foorth  even  now. 

Councel. 

Permit  (o  king)  few  woords  to  heer, 
my  duty  ferves  no  lclfe ; 

Therfore  give  leave  to  Councel  thine, 
his  minde  for  to  exprefie. 

King. 

Speake  on,  my  Councel \ what  it  be, 
you  fhall  have  favour  mine. 

Councel. 

Then  wil  I fpeake  unto  your  grace, 
as  duty  dooth  me  binde : 

Your  grace  dooth  meane  for  to  attempt 
of  war  the  manly  art ; 

Your  grace  therin  may  hap  receive 
with  others  for  your  parte 

The  dent  of  death,  in  thofe  affaires 
all  perfons  are  alike : 

The  hart  couragious  often  times 
his  detriment  doth  feek ; 

Its  belt  therfore  for  to  permit, 
a ruler  of  your  land. 

To  fit  and  judge  with  equitie, 

when  things  of  right  are  fcand. 

King. 

My  grace  dooth  yeeld  to-  this  your  talk, 
to  be  thus  now  it  fhall : 

My  knight,  therfore  prepare  your  felf, ' 
Sifamnes  for  to  call : 

A judge  he  is  of  prudent  fkil, 

even  he  fhall  bear  the  fway, 

In  abfence  mine  when  from  the  land 
I doo  departe  my  way. 
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Your  knight  before  your  grace  even  heer 
him  felf  hath  redy  preft, 

. With  willing  hart  for  to  fulfil 

as  your  grace  made  requeft.  [2jr&£ 

CounceL 

Pleafeth  your  grace,  I judge  of  him 
to  be  a man  right  fit ; 

For  he  is  learned  in  the  law, 
having  the  gift  of  wit : 

Iir  your  graces  prefind  I doo  not  view 
for  it  a meeter  man ; 

His  learning  is  of  good  effed, 

bring  proof  therof  I can. 

I doo  not  knowe  what  is  his  life 

his  confcience  hid  from  me, 

I dout  not  but  the  feare  of  God 
before  his  eyes  to  be. 

Lord . 

Reporte  declares,  he  is  a man 
that  to  him  felf  is  nye ; 

One  that  favoureth  much  the  world, 
and  to  much  fets  thcrby : 

But  this  I fay  of  certaintie, 

if  he  your  grace  fucceed. 

In  your  abfence  but  for  a while, 
he  wil  be  warnd  indeed ; 

No  injuftice  for  to  frequent, 

no  partiall  judge  to  proove. 

But  rule  all  things  with  equitie, 
to  win  your  graces  loovc. 

King. 

Of  that  he  fhall  a warning  have 
my  heafts  for  to  obay ; 

CJreatjpunifhment  for  his  offence 
againff  him  wil  I lay. 
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Beholde,  I fee  him  now  agreffe, 
and  enter  into  place. 

Si/amnes. 

Oh  puifant  prince,  and  mightie  king, 
the  gods  preferve  your  grace  ! 

Your  graces  meffage  came  to  me. 

Your  wil  purporting  foorth  : 

With  grateful  minde  I it  received, 
according  to  mine  othe, 

Erefting  then  my  felf  with  fpeed, 
before  your  graces  eyes, 

The  tenor  of  your  princely  wil, 
from  you  for  to  agnife. 

King . 

Si/amnes,  this  the  whole  effed, 

the  which  for  you  I fent. 

Our  minde  it  is  to  elevate, 

you  to  great  preferment. 

My  grace,  and  gracious  Councel  eke, 
hath  chofe  you  for  this  caufe  : 

In  judgment  you  doo  oihce  beare, 

which  have  the  fldl  in  lawes ; 

We  think  that  you  accordingly, 
by  juilice  rule  will  deale. 

That  for  offence  none  fhall  have  caufe 
(of  wrong)  you  to  appeale. 

Si/amnes . 

Abundant  thanks  unto  your  grace 
for  this  benignitie : 

To  you  his  Councel  in  like  cafe, 
with  lords  of  clemency. 

What  fo  your  grace  to  me  permits, 
if  I therin  offend. 

Such  execution  then  commence, 
and  ufe  it  to  this  end, 
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That  all  other  (by  that  my  deed) 
example  fo  may  take : 

To  admonilh  them  to  flee  the  fame 
by  fear  it  may  them  make. 

King . 

Then  according  to  your  woords, 
if  you  therin  offend, 

I affure  you  even  from  my  brefl 
correction  fhall  extend. 

From  Percia  I meane  to  go 
into  the  Egipt  land. 

Them  to  convince  by  force  of  armes* 
and  win  the  upper  hand. 

While  I therfore  abfent  fhalbe, 

I doo  you  ful  permit. 

As  governour  in  this  my  right, 
in  that  eflate  to  fit, 

For  to  deteCt,  and  eke  correCt, 

thofe  that  abufe  my  grace : 

This  is  the  totall  of  my  wil ; 

give  anfwere  in  this  cafe. 

Sifamnes. 

Unworthy  much  (o  prince)  am  I, 
and  for  this  gift  unfit* 

But  fith  that  it  hath  pleasd  your  grace* 
that  I in  it  mult  fit, 

I doo  avouch  unto  my  death, 
according  to  my  fkil. 

With  equitie  for  to  obfcrve 

your  graces  minde  and  wil  * 

And  nought  from  it  to  fvvarve  indeed, 
but  fincerely  to  Itay  : 

Els  let  me  tafie  the  penaltie, 
as  I before  d*4  fay. 

King. 

Wei  then  of  this  authoritie 

I give  you  ful  poffcffion. 


Vo  L.  I. 
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Sifamnes* 

And  I wil  it  fulfil  al  fo, 

as  I have  made  profefiion. 

King* 

My  Cmmcd  then,  let  us  departe, 
a final  1 fiay  to  make : 

To  Egipt  land  now  foorth  with  fpeed, 
my  vo i age  I wil  take. 

Strike  up  your  drummes  us  to  rejoyce, 
to  hear  the  warlike  found : 

Stay  you  heer,  Sifamnes , judge, 

and  looke  wel  to  your  bound. 

[Exeunt  King,  Lord  and  Counccl, 
Sifamnes . 

Even  now  the  king  hath  me  extolde, 
and  fet  me  up  aloft ; 

Now  may  I were  the  brodered  garde, 
and  lye  in  down  bed  foft ; 

Now  may  I purchafe  houfe  and  land, 
and  have  all  at  my  wil ; 

Now  may  I build  a princely  place, 
my  minde  for  to  fulfil ; 

Now  may  I abrogate  the  law, 
as  I (hall  think  it  good ; 

If  any  one  me  now  offend, 

I may  demaund  his  blood  * 

According  to  the  proverb  olde, 

my  mouth  I wil  up  make ; 

Now  it  dooth  lye  all  in  my  hand, 
to  leave  or  els  to  take ; 

To  deale  with  juftice  to  my  bound, 
and  fo  to  live  in  hope  : 

But  oftentimes  the  birds  be  gone, 

while  one  for  nefl  dooth  grope. 

Doq  well  or  il,  I dare  avouch, 

feme  evil  on  me  wil  fpeake ; 
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No  truely  yet  I doo  not  meane, 

the  kinges  precepts  to  breake  $ 

To  place  I meane  for  to  return 

my  duty  to  fulfil,  [Exit* 


Enter  the  Vice  with  an  olde  capcafe  on  his  hed,  an  olde 
pail  about  his  hips  for  harnes,  a /cummer  and  a potlid 
by  his  fide,  and  a rake  on  his  fodder* 

Ambidexter . 

Stand  away,  ftand  away,  for  the  paflion  of  God  j 
Hamefled  I am  prepared  to  the  feeld : 

I would  have  been  content  at  home  to  have  bod. 

But  I am  fent  foorth  with  my  fpeare  and  fheeld* 

I am  appointed  to  fight  againft  a fnail, 

And  Wilkin  Wren  the  ancient  lhall  beare  5 

I dout  not  but  againft  him  to  prevail. 

To  be  a man  my  deeds  lhall  declare. 

If  I overcome  him,  then  a butter  flye  takes  his  parte* 

His  weapon  muft  be  a blew  fpeckled  hen : 

But  you  lhall  fee  me  overthrow  him  with  a fart. 

So  without  conqueft  he  lhall  go  home  again. 

If  I overcome  him,  I muft  fight  with  a flye. 

And  a black  pudding  the  flyes  weapon  muft  be : 

At  the  firft  blowe  on  the  ground  he  lhall  lye, 

I wil  be  fure  to  thruft  him  through  the  mouth  to  the 
knee. 

To  conqueft  thefe  fellowes  the  man  I wil  play,  * 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  now  ye  wil  make  me  to  fmile. 

To  fee  if  I can  all  men  begile. 

Ha,  my  name,  my  name  would  you  fo  fain  knowc  ? 

Yea,  iwis,  lhall  ye,  and  that  with  all  fpeed : 

I have  forgot  it,  therfore  I cannot  lhowe  1 
A,  a,  now  I have  it,  I have  it  in  deed. 


* Here  is  evidently  a line  emitted,  ’which  it  is  mpoflibli  to  fippty  by 
cwjtfture. 
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My  name  is  Ambidexter , I fignifie  one, 

That  with  bothe  hands  finely  can  play ; 

Now  with  king  Cambices , and  by  and  by  gone: 

Thus  doo  I run  this  and  that  way. 

For  while  I meane  with  a fouldier  to  be. 

Then  give  I a leape  to  Sifamnes  the  judge; 

I dare  avouch,  ye  fhall  his  deftrudtion  fee : 

To  all  kinde  of  eitates  I meane  for  to  trudge. 
Ambidexter , nay  he  is  a fellow  if  ye  knew  all : 

Seafle  for  a while,  heerafter  hear  more  ye  fhall. 

Enter  three  Ruffians,  Huf,  Ruf,  and  Snuf,  finging . 
Huf 

Gogs  flefh  and  his  wounds,  thefe  warres  rejoice  my  hart; 
By  his  wounds,  I hope  to  doo  wel  for  my  parte : 

By  Gogs  hart,  the  world  fhall  go  evil  if  I do  not  fhift; 
At  fome  olde  carles  bouget  I mean  for  to  lift. 

Ruf* 

By  his  flefh,  nofe,  eyes,  and  ears, 

I wil  venter  void  of  all  cares  : 

He  is  not  a fouldier  that  dooth  feare  any  dout ; 

If  that  he  would  bring  his  purpofe  about. 

Snuf 

Feare  that  feare  lift,  it  fhall  not  be  I : 

Gy  Gogs  wounds,  I wil  make  fome  neck  Hand  awry  ; 

If  I lofe  my  fhare,  I l'weare  by  Gogs  hart. 

Then  let  an  other  take  up  my  parte. 

Huf 

Yet  I hope  to  come  the  richeft  fouldier  away, 

Ruf 

If  a man  afk  ye,  ye  mayhap  to  fay  nay, 

Snuf 

Let  all  men  get  what  they  can,  not  to  leefe  I hope : 
Where  foever  I go  in  eche  corner  I wil  grope. 

Ambidexter . 

What,  and  ye  run  into  the  corner  of  fome  prety  maid  ? 
Snuf 

To  grope  there,  good  fellow,  I wil  not  be  afraid. 

Huf. 
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Huf 

Gogs  wounds,  what  art  thou  that  with  bs-  doofi  me!  ? 
Thou  feemeft  to  be  a fouldier,  the  trueth  to  tel  ; 

Thou  feemeft  to  be  harneffed,  I cannot  tel  how  : 

I think,  he  came  lately  from  riding  fome  cow; 

Such  a deformed  have  did  I never  fee  ; 

Ruf,  dooft  thou  knowe  him  ? I pray  thee,  tel  mee. 

Ruf 

No,  by  my  troth,  fellow  Huf  I never  fee  him  before. 
Smf 

As  for  me  I care  not  if  I never  fee  him  more. 

Come,  let  us  run  his  arfe  againft  the  pofte. 

Ambidexter . 

A,  ye  flaves,  I wil  be  with  you  at  the  ofte  : 

A,  ye  knaves,  I wil  teach  ye  how  ye  fhal  me  deride. 

[Here  let  him  fzoinge  them  about . 
Out  of  my  fight ; I can  ye  not  abide. 

Now,  goodman  pouchmouth,  I am  a fiave  with  you; 
Now  have  at  ye  a frefh  again  even  now : 

Mine  arife  againft  the  pofte  you  wil  run 
But  I wil  make  ye  from  that  faying  to  turn, 

Huf 

I befeech  ye  hertely,  to  be  content. 

Ruf 

I infure  you,  by  mine  honefty  no  hurt  we  ment : 
Befide  that  again  we  doo  not  knowe  what  ye  are ; 

Ye  knowe,  that  fouldiers  their  ftoutnes  wil  declare. 
Therfore,  if  we  have  any  thing  offended. 

Pardon  our  rudenes,  and  it  fhalbe  amended. 

Ambidexter . 

Yea,  Gods  pitie,  begin  ye  to  intreate  me  ? 

Have  at  ye  once  again ; by  the  maffe,  I wil  beat  ye. 

[Fight  again . 

Gogs  hart,  let  us  kil  him ; fuffer  no  longer. 

[Draw  their  fwords. 

Snuf. 

Thou  flave,  we  wil  fee  if  thou  be  the  ftronger. 

R 3 Ruf 
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Ruf. 

Strike  of  his  hed  at  one  blow : 

That  we  be  fouldiers,  Gogs  hart,  let  him  knowe. 
Ambidexter. 

O the  paffion  of  God,  I have  doon  by  mine  honelty : 

I wil  take  your  parte  heerafter  verily, 

AIL 

Then  content,  let  us  agree. 

Ambidexter . 

Shake  hands  with  me,  I lhake  hands  with  thee : 

Ye  are  ful  of  curtefye,  that  is  the  belt ; 

And  you  take  great  pain,  ye  are  a mannerly  gelt. 

Why,  maillers,  doo  you  not  knowe  me  ? the  trueth  to  me 
tel. 

AIL 

No,  truft  us,  not  very  wel. 

Ambidexter . 

Why,  I am  Ambidexter , who  many  fouldiers  do  love. 
Hufl 

Gogs  hart,  to  have  thy  company  needs  we  mult  proovc. 
We  mult  play  with  bothe  hands  with  our  holtes  and  holt. 
Play  with  bothe  hands,  and  fcore  on  the  polte, 

Now  and  then  with  our  captain  for  many  a delay, 

We  wil  not  Hick  with  bothe  hands  to  play* 

Ambidexter . 

The  honelter  man  ye,  ye  may  me  trull. 

Enter  Meretrix,  with  a fluff  on  her  Jboulder . 
Meretrix . 

What,  is  there  no  lads  heer  that  hath  a lull, 

To  have  a palling  trul  to  help  at  their  need  ? 

Huf. 

Gogs  hart,  fhe  is  come  indeed. 

What,  miltres  Meretrix  ? by  his  wounds,  welcome  to  tne. 
Meretrix. 

What  wil  ye  give  me  ? I pray  you,  let  me  fee. 

Ruf. 

By  his  hart,  flie  lookes  for  gifts  by  and  by. 

7 Meretrix. 
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What,  maifler  Ruf?  I cry  you  mercy  ; 

The  lafl  time  I was  with  you  1 got  a broken  hed* 

And  lay  in  the  fbreet  all  night  for  want  of  a bed* 

Sniff. 

Gogs  wounds,  kiffe  me,  my  tiul  fo  white* 

In  thee  I fweare  is  all  my  delight ; 

If  thou  fhouldell  have  had  a broken  hed  for  my  fake* 

I would  have  made  his  hed  to  ake. 

Meretrix . 

What,  maifler  Ambidexter  ? who  looked  for  you  ? 
Ambidexter . 

Miflres  Meretrix , I thought  not  to  fee  yon  heer  now. 
There  is  no  remedy,  at  meeting  I mull  have  a kiffe. 
Meretrix, 

What,  man  ? I wil  not  flick  for  that,  by  Gijfe . 
Ambidexter . 

So,  now  gramercy,  I pray  thee,  be  gone. 

Meretrix . 

Nay,  foft,  my  friend ; I meane  to  have  one  : 

Nay,  foft ; I fwere,  and  if  ye  were  my  brother. 

Before  I let  go  I wil  have  another.  \KiJfe>  hijfe , kifi* 
Ruf 

Gogs  hart,  the  whore  would  not  kiffe  me  yet. 
Meretrix* 

If  I be  a whore,  thou  art  a knave,  then  it  is  quit. 
Huf 

But  hearfl  thou,  Meretrix?  with  who  this  night  wilt 
thou  lye  ? 

Meretrix . 

With  him  that  giveth  the  mofl  money. 

Huf 

Gogs  hart,  I have  no  money  in  purffe,  ne  yet. in  clout, 
Meretrix . 

Then  get  thee  hence,  and  pack  like  a lout. 

Huf 

Adieu,  like  a whore.  Exit  Huf. 
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Meretrix. 

Farewel,  like  a knave. 

Ruf 

Gogs  nailes,  miflres  Meretrix , now  he  is  gone, 

A match  ye  fhall  make  firaight  with  me ; 

J wil  give  thee  fixpence  to  lye  one  night  with  thee; 
Meretrix . 

Gogs  heart,  flave,  dooit  thou  think  I am  a fixpenny 

jug*? 

No ; wis  ye.  Jack,  I look  a little  more  fmug. 

Snuf \ 

I wil  give  her  xviij  pence  to  ferve  me  firft, 

Meretrix . 

Gramercy,  Snuf,  thou  art  not  the  wurft. 

Ruf 

By  Gogs  hart,  fhe  were  better  be  hanged,  to  forfake 
me  and  take  thee. 

Snuf 

Were  ihe  fo  ? that  fhall  we  fe. 

Ruf. 

By  Gogs  hart,  my  dagger  into  her  I wil  thruft. 

Snuf 

A,  ye  boy,  ye  would  do  it  and  ye  durft. 

Ambidexter . 

Peace,  my  maifters;  ye  fhall  not  fight: 

He  that  draws  firft  I wil  him  fmite. 

Ruf 

Gogs  wounds,  maifter  Snuf  are  ye  fo  lufty  l 
Snuf 

Gogs  Tides,  maifter  Ruf  are  ye  fo  crufty  ? 

Ruf  1 

You  may  happen  to  fee. 

Snuf 

Doo  what  thou  dareft  to  me. 

\Here  draw  and  fight.  Here  Jke  mu  ft  lay  on  and 
coyle  them  bet  be,  the  Vice  muft  run  his  way 
for  feare , Snuf  fling  down  his  fwoord  ana 
buckler,  and  run  his  way . 
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Meretrix. 

Gogs  fides,  knaves,  feeing  to  fight  ye  be  fo  rough. 
Defend  your  felves,  for  I wil  give  ye  bothe  inough : 

I will  teach  ye  how  ye  (hall  fall  out  for  me ; 

Yea,  thou  flavc  Snuf  no  more  blowes  wilt  thou  bide  ? 

To  take  thy  heels  a time  hafle  thou  fpied  ? 

Thou  villain,  feeing  Snuf  is  gone  away, 

A little  better  I meane  thee  to  pay. 

[He  falletb  down , Jhe  falleth  upon  him>  and  beat 
him , and  taketh  away  his  weapon . 

Ruf. 

Alas,  good  miflres  Meretrix , no  more ; 

My  legs,  fides,  and  armes,  with  beating  be  fore. 
Meretrix . 

Thou  a fouldier,  and  loofe  thy  weapon  ! 

Go  hence,  fir  boy;  fay,  a woman  hath  thee  beaten. 

Ruf. 

Good  miftres  Meretrix,  my  weapon  let  me  have  j 
Take  pitie  on  me  mine  honefiie  to  fave : 

If  it  be  knowen  this  repulfe  I fuftain. 

It  wil  redound  to  my  ignomy  and  lhame. 

Meretrix • 

If  thou  wilt  be  my  man,  and  wait  upon  me, 

This  fwoord  and  buckler  I will  give  thee. 

Ruf, 

I will  doo  all  at  your  commaundement ; 

As  lervaunt  to  you  I wil  be  obedient. 

Meretrix . 

Then  let  me  fee  how  before  me  ye  can  go ; 

When  I fpake  to  you  ye  fhall  do  fo; 

Of  with  your  cap  at  place  and  at  boord  : 

Forfooth,  mi  fires  Meretrix , at  every  word. 

Tut,  tut ; in  the  camp  fuch  fouldiers  there  be ; 

One  good  woman  would  beat  away  two  or  three. 

Wei,  I am  fure,  cufiomers  tary  at  home: 

Manerly  before  ; and  let  us  be  gone.  [ Exeunt . 


Enter 


$6S 


A COMMEDY  OF 


Enter  Ambidexter. 

Ambidexter . 

O the  paflion  of  God,  be  they  heer  flil  or  no  ? 

I durfl  not  abide  to  fee  her  beat  them  fo. 

I may  fay  to  you  I was  in  fuch  a fright : 

Body  of  me,  I fee  the  heare  of  my  hed  hand  upright. 
When  I faw  her  fo  hard  upon  them  lay  on, 

0 the  paflion  of  God,  thought  I,  fhe  wil  be  with  me 

anon 

1 made  no  more  a doo  but  avoided  the  thruil. 

And  to  my  leggs  began  for  to  truft; 

And  fel  a laughing  to  my  felf,  when  I was  once  gone : 

It  is  wifdome  (quoth  I)  by  the  mafTe  to  fave  one. 

Then  into  this  place  I intended  to  trudge. 

Thinking  to  meet  Sifamnes  the  judge. 

Beholde  where  he  commeth  I wil  him  meet ; 

And,  like  a gentleman,  I meane  him  to  greet. 

Enter  Sifamnes. 

Sifamnes . 

Since  that  the  kings  graces  majeflie  in  office  did  me  fet. 
What  abundance  of  welth  to  me  might  I get? 

Now  and  then  fome  vantage  I atchieve, 
much  more  yet  may  I take ; 

But  that  I fear,  unto  the  king 

that  fome  complaint  wil  make. 

Ambidexter . 

Jefti)  maifler  Sifamnes , you  are  unwife. 

Sifamnes . 

Why  fo  ? I pray  ye,  let  me  agnife. 

What,  maifler  Ambidexter , is  it  you  ? 

Now  welcome  to  me,  I make  God  a voxv. 


Ambidexter* 


KING  CAMBISES. 


269 


Ambidexter . 

Jefuy  maifter,  Sifamnes  y with  me  you  are  wel  acquainted: 

By  me  rulers  may  be  trimly  painted. 

Ye  are  unwife,  if  ye  take  not  time  while  ye  may  : 

If  ye  wil  not  now,  when  ye  would  ye  fhall  have  nay. 

What  is  he,  that  of  you  dare  make  exclamation. 

Of  your  wrong  dealing  to  make  explication  ? 

Can  you  not  play  with  bothe  hands,  and  turn  with  the 
winde  ? 

Sifamnes . 

Believe  me,  your  woords  draw  deep  in  my  minde* 

In  colloure  wife  unto  this  day 

to  bribes  I have  inclyned  ; 

More  the  fame  for  to  frequent 

of  trueth  I am  now  minded. 

Behold,  even  now  unto  me  futers  doo  proceed. 

Small  Ha  bill  tie. 

I befeech  you  heer,  good  maifter  judge, 
a poor  mans  caufe  to  tender ; 

Condemne  me  not  in  wrongful  wife, 
that  never  was  offender. 

You  knowe  right  wel,  my  right  it  is, 

I have  not  for  to  give ; 

You  take  away  from  me  my  due, 

that  fhould  my  corps  releeve. 

The  Commons  of  you  doo  complain, 
from  them  you  devocate ; 

With  anguifh  great,  and  greevous  words, 
ther  hearts  doo  penetrate. 

The  right  you  fel  unto  the  wrong, 
your  private  gain  to  win  ; 

You  violate  the  fimple  man, 

and  count  it  for  no  fin. 

Sifamnes . 

Holde  thy  tung,  thou  pratling  knave, 
and  give  to  me  reward; 

Els  in  this  wife,  1 tel  thee  trueth, 
thy  tale  wil  not  be  heard* 

Ambidexteri 
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Ambidexter  y let  us  go  hence,  and  let  the  knave  alone. 
Ambidexter . 

Fare w el.  Small Hab;H:e9  for  helps  now  get  ye  none, 
Bribes  hath  corrupt  him,  good  lawes  to  pollute. 

[Exeunt. 

Small  Habilitie . 

A naughtie  man  that  wil  n-ot  obay  the  kings  conllitute. 
With  hevy  hart  I wil  return, 

til  God  redrelfe  my  pain.  [Exit. 


Enter  Shame,  with  a trump  black. 

Shame . 

From  among  the  grilly  golte  I come, 
from  tirants  telly  train ; 

Unfeemly  Shame,  of  footh  I am 
procured  to  make  plain 

The  odious  fa6ts  and  lhamelelfe  deeds 
that  Cambifes  king  dooth  ufe ; 

All  pietie,  and  vertuoufe  life, 
he  dooth  it  clene  refufe. 

Lechery  and  drunkennes, 

he  dooth  it  much  frequent ; 

The  tigers  kinde  to  immitate, 

he  hath  given  ful  confent. 

He  nought  elteemes  his  Councel  grave, 
ne  vertuous  bringing  up ; 

But  dayly  Itil  receives  the  drink 
of  damned  vices  cup  : 

He  can  bide  no  inftru&ion, 

he  takes  fo  great  delight. 

In  working  of  iniquitie, 

for  to  frequent  his  fpight: 

As  fame  dooth  found  the  royall  trump 
of  worthy  men  and  trim. 

So  iliame  dooth  blowe  with  llrained  blafi 

the  trump  of  Iharne  on  him.  [ Exit . 

E?iter 
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Enter  the  King,  Lord,  Praxafpes,  and  Sifamnes. 

King. 

My  judge,  iince  my  departure  hence, 

have  you  ufed  judgement  right? 

If  faithful  ftuard  I ye  finde, 

the  fame  I wil  requite, 

Sifamnes. 

No  dout,  your  grace  fhall  not  once  hear* 
that  I have  doon  amis. 

Praxafpes . 

- I much  rejoice  to  heare  fo  good  news  as  this* 

Enter  Commons  Cry,  running  in  /peak  this  vtrjk* 
go  out  again  hafiely . 

Commons  Cry . 

Alas,  alas  ! how  are  the  Commons  oppreiTed 

by  that  vile  judge,  Sifamnes  by  name  ? 

I doo  not  knowe,  how  it  fhould  be  redreiTed; 

to  amend  the  life  no  whit  he  dooth  frame. 

We  are  undoon,  and  thrown  out  of  doore, 

his  damnable  dealing  dooth  us  fo  torment: 

At  his  hand  we  can  finde  no  releaf  nor  fuccoure. 

God  graunt  him  grace  for  to  repent  l 

[Run  away  trying* 

King . 

What  doleful  cryes  be  thefe,  my  lord, 
that  found  doo  in  mine  eare  ? 

Intelligence  if  you  can  give, 

unto  your  king  declare. 

To  me  it  feemeth  my  Commons  all 
they  doo  lament  and  cry 

Out  of  Sifamnes  judge  mofte  cheef, 
even  now  handing  us  by. 

Praxafpes . 

Even  fo  (o  king)  it  feemd  to  me 

as  you  rehearfall  made : I dout 
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I dout  the  judge  culpable  be 

in  fome  refpedl  or  trade, 

Sifamnes. 

Redouted  king,  have  no  miftruft, 

no  whit  your  minde  difma;y; 

There  is  not  one  that  can  me  charge, 
or  ought  againft  me  lay. 

Enter  Commons  Complaint,  with  Proof,  and  Triall. 

Commons  Complaint . 

Commons  Complaint  I reprefen  t, 

with  thrall  of  dolful  hate, 

By  urgent  caufe  erected  foorth 
my  grief  for  to  dilate. 

-Unto  the  king  I wil  prepare 
my  mifery  to  tel, 

To  have  releef  of  this  my  greef, 
and  fettered  feet  fo  fel. 

.Rodouted  prince,  and  mightie  king, 
my  felf  I proftrate  heer ; 

Vouchfafe  (o  king)  with  me  to  beare 
for  this  that  I appeer. 

With  humble  fute  I pardon  crave 
of  your  moite  royall  grace. 

To  give  me  leave  my  minde  to  breke, 
before  you  in  this  place. 

King . 

Commons  Complaint , keep  nothing  back, 
fear  not  thy  tale  to  tel : 

What  ere  he  be  within  this  land, 

that  hath  not  ufed  thee  wel. 

As  princes  mouth  fhall  fentence..  give, 
he  fhall  receive  the  fame ; 

Unfolde  the  fecrets  of  thy  bred, 
for  I extinguifh  blame. 


Commons  Complaint 
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Commons  Complaint . 

God  preferve  your  royall  grace, 

and  fend  you  blisful  dayes. 

That  all  your  deeds  might  fill  accord 
to  give  the  God  the  praife. 

My  complaint  is  (o  mightie  king) 
againft  that  judge  you  by; 

Whofe  carelefs  deeds,  gain  to  receive* 
hath  made  the  Commons  cry  : 

He,  by  taking  bribes  and  gifts, 

the  poore  he  dooth  opprede. 

Taking  releef  from  infants  yung, 
widowes  and  fatherlefle. 

King. 

Untrudful  traitor,  and  corrupt  judge, 
how  likeil  thou  this'complaint  ? 

Forewarning  I to  thee  did  give, 
of  this  to  make  reftraint : 

And  halt  thou  done  this  divelidi  deed, 
mine  ire  for  to  augment  ? 

I fentence  give,  thou  Judas  judge; 
thou  fhalt  thy  deed  repent. 

Sijamnes. 

O pufant  prince,  it  is  not  fo, 
his  complaint  I deny. 

Commons  Complaint. . 

If  it  be  not  fo  (mod  mightie  king) 
in  place  then  let  me  dye: 

fieholde  that  I have  brought  with  me, 
bothe  Proof  and  Tryall  true. 

To  dand  even  heer,  and  fentence  give, 
what  by  him  did  infue. 

Proof. 

I,  Proof  doo  him  in  this  appeal, 
he  did  the  Commons  wrong; 

Unjudly  he  with  them  hath  delt, 
his  greedy  was  fo  ftrong-; 


His 
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His  hart  did  covet  in  to  get, 

he  cared  not  which  way ; 

The  poor  did  leefe  their  due  and  right, 
becaufe  they  want  to  pay 

Unto  him  for  bribes  indeed, 

this  was  his  wunted  ufe  : 

Wheras  your  grace  good  lawes  did  make, 
he  did  the  fame  abufe. 

Try  all. 

J,  'Tryally  lieer  to  verify 

what  Proof  dooth  now  unfolde. 

To  (land  again!!  him  in  his  wrong, 
as  now  1 dare  be  bolde. 

King . 

How  likeft  thou  this,  thou  caitive  vile  ? 
canft  thou  the  fame  deny  ? 

Sifa  nines. 

O noble  king,  forgive  my  fa£t, 

I yeeld  to  thy  mercy. 

^ King.  ' 

Complaint , and  Proofy  redreffe  will  I 
all  this  your  mifery  : 

Departe  with  fpeed  from  whence  you  came, 
and  ftraight  cominaund  by  me 

The  execution  man  to  come 

before  my  grace  with  hafte. 

All. 

For  to  fulfil  this  your  requefl, 

no  time  we  meane  to  wafle.  [ Exeunt  they  three . 

King . 

My  lord,  before  my  grace  go  call 
Otian  this  judges  fonne ; 

And  he  fhall  heare,  and  alfo  fee, 
what  his  father  hath  doon. 

The  father  he  fhall  fuffer  death, 

the  fonne  his  roume  fucceed  j 

And  if  that  he  no  better .proove, 
fa  likewife  fhall  He  fpeed. 
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Praxafpes. 

As  your  grace  hath  commaundment  given, 

I meane  for  to  fulfil.  [ Step  ajidi  and  fetch  him • 

King . 

Accurfed  judge,  couldft  thou  confent 
to  do  this  curfed  il  ? 

According  unto  thy  demaund, 

thou  fhalt  for  this  thy  gilt 

Receive  thy  death  before  mine  eyes, 
thy  blood  it  fhalbe  fpilt. 

Praxafpes. 

Beholde  (o  king)  Sifamnes  i bnne,  • • 

before  you  dooth  appeere. 

King . 

Otian , this  is  my  minde, 

therfore  to  me  come  neer : 

Thy  father  heer  for  judgment  wrong  ^ 

procured  hath  his  death. 

And  thou  his  fonne  fhalt  him  fuccecd, 

when  he  hath  loft  his  breth  : . 

9 . t, 

And  if  that  thou  dooft  once  offend, 

as  thou  feeft  thy  father  have, 

In  likewife  thou  fhalt  fuffer  death, 
no  mercy  fhall  thee  fave. 

Otian 

O mightie  king,  vouchfafe  your  grace, 
my  father  to  remit ; 

Forgive  his  fault,  his  pardon  I 
doo  afke  of  you  as  yet. 

Alas,  although  my  father  hath 

your  princely  hart  offended. 

Amends  for  miffe  he  wil  now  make, 
and  faults  fhalbe  amended. 

In  fled  of  his  requefted  life, 

pleafeth  your  grace  take  mine : 

This  offer  I as  tender  childe, 

fo  duty  dooth  me  binde.* 


King* 
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King. 

Doo  not  intreat  my  grace  no  more, 
for  he  ihall  dye  the  death ; 

Where  is  the  execution  man, 

him  to  bereave  of  breath  ? 

Enter  Execution, 
Execution . 

At  hand,  and  if  it  like  your  grace, 
my  duty  to  difpatch ; 

In  hope  that  I,  when  deed  is  doon, 
a good  rewarde  ihall  catch. 

King. 

Difpatch  with  fwoord  this  judges  life, 
extinguiih  fear  and  cares  : 

So  doon,  draw  thou  his  curfed  ikin, 
ftrait  over  both  his  eares. 

I wil  fee  the  office  doon, 

and  that  before  mine  eyes. 

Execution . 

To  doo  the  thing  my  king  commaunds, 

I give  the  enterprife. 

Sifamnes. 

Otian , my  fonne,  the  king  to  death 
by  law  hath  me  condemned  ; 

And  you  in  roume  and  office  mine, 
his  graces  wil  hath  placed : 

Ufe  juftice  therfore  in  this  cafe, 
and  yeeld  unto  no  wrong, 

Left  thou  doo  purchafe  the  like  death, 
or  ever  it  be  long. 

Otian . 

O father  deer,  thefe  words  to  hear, 
that  you  mull  dye  by  force, 

Bedewes  my  cheeks  with  Hilled  teares ; 
the  king  hath  no  remorce. 


The 
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The  greevous  greef  and  drained  fighes^ 
my  hart  doth  breke  in  twain, 

And  I deplore,  mode  woful  childe, 
that  I fhould  fee  you  llain. 

O falfe,  and  fickle,  frowning  dame* 
that  turneth  as  the  winde. 

Is  this  the  joy  in  fathers  age, 

thou  me  aligned  to  finde  r 

O dole  ful  day,  unhappy  houre, 

that  looving  childe  fhould  fee : 

His  father  deer  before  his  face, 

thus  put  to  death  fhould  bee. 

Yet,  father,  give  me  bleffing  thine, 
and  let  me  once  imbrace 

Thy  comely  corps  in  foulded  armes, 
and  kiffe  thy  ancient  face, 

Sifamnes. 

0 childe  thou  makes  mine  eyes  to  run, 

as  rivers  doo  by  dreme ; 

My  leave  I take  of  thee  my  fonne, 
beware  of  this  my  beame. 

King. 

Difpatch  even  now,  thou  man  of  death, 
no  longer  feeme  to  day. 

Execution . 

Come  M.  Sifamnes , come  on  your  way, 
my  office  I mud  pay; 

Forgive  therfore  my  deed. 

Sifamnes . 

1 doo  forgive  it  thee,  my  freend  ; i 

difpatch  therfore  with  fpeed. 

[ Smite  him  in  the  neck  with  a fwcord  to  fignifj 
his  death . 

Praxafpes , 

Beholde  (o  king)  how  he  dooth  bleed, 
beeing  of  life  bereft. 
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King. 

In  this  wife  he  fhall  not  yet  be  left. 

Pul  his  fkin  over  his  eares, 

to  make  his  death  more  vile : 

A wretch  he  was,  a cruel  theef, 
my  Com?nons  to  begile. 

[Flea  him  with  a falfe  Jkin • 

Otian. 

What  childe  is  he  of  natures  mould 
could  bide  the  fame  to  fee. 

His  father  Head  in  this  wife  ? 

Oh  how  it  greeveth  me  ! 

King. 

Otiany  thou  feeft  thy  father  dead, 
and  thou  art  in  his  roume : 

If  thou  beeft  proud  as  he  hath  been, 
even  therto  lhalt  thou  come. 

Otian . * 

0 king,  to  me  this  is  a glafle, 

with  grcef  in  it  I view 

Example  that  unto  your  grace 
I doo  not  prove  untrue. 

Praxa/fes. 

Otian,  convay  your  father  hence, 
to  tomb  where  he  fhall  lye. 

Otian. 

And  if  it  pleafe  your  lordfhip, 

it  fhalbe  doon  by  and  by. 

Good  execution  man  for  need, 
help  me  with  him  away. 

Execution. 

1 wil  fulfil,  as  you  to  me  did  fay.  [ They  take  him  away. 

King. 

My  lord,  now  that  my  grace  hath  feen, 
that  finifht  is  this  deed. 

To  queftion  mine  give  tentive  eare, 
and  anfwere  make  with  fpeed. 


Have 
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Have  not  I doon  a gratious  deed, 

to  redreffe  my  Commons  wo  ? 

Praxafpe s. 

Tea,  truely,  if  it  pleafe  your  grace, 
ye  have  in  deed  doon  fo : 

But  now  (o  king)  in  freendly  wife, 

I councel  you  in  this ; 

Certain  vices  for  to  leave, 

that  in  you  placed  is : 

The  vife  of  drunkennes  (o  king) 

which  dooth  you  fore  infedl. 

With  other  great  abufes,  which 
I wifh  you  to  deteft. 

King. 

Peace,  my  lord ; what  needeth  this  ? 
of  this  I wil  not  hear  : 

To  pallaice  now  I wil  return, 

and  there  to  make  good  clieer. 

God  Baccus  he  bellowcs  his  gifts, 

we  have  good  ftore  of  wine* 

And  alfo  that  the  ladyes  be, 

both  palling  brave  and  fine  : 

But,  flay ; I fee  a lord  now  come, 
and  eke  a valiant  knight. 

What  newes,  my  lord  ? to  fee  you  heer, 
my  hart  it  dooth  delight. 

Enter  Lord,  and  Knight  to  meet  the  King. 

Lord. 

No  newes,  (o  king)  but  of  duty  come, 

? to  wait  upon  your  grace. 

King. 

I thank  you,  my  lord,  and  looving  knight, 

I pray  you,  with  me  trace. 

My  lords,  and  knight,  I pray  ye  tel, 

I wil  not  be  offended : 

S 3 Am 
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Am  I worthy  of  any  crime 

once  to  be  reprehended  ? 

Praxafpes. 

The  Perjlans  much  praife  your  grace, 
but  one  thing  difcommend. 

In  that  to  wine  fubjedt  you  be, 
wherin  you  doo  offend. 

Sith  that  the  might  of  wines  efFeft, 
dooth  oft  fubdue  your  brain. 

My  councel  is  to  pleafe  their  harts, 
from  it  you  would  refrain. 

Lord. . 

No,  no,  my  lord,  it  is  not  fo ; 

for  this  of  prince  they  tel. 

For  vertuous  proof,  and  princely  fadls, 

Cirus  he  dooth  excel ; 

By  that  his  grace  by  conqueft  great 
the  Egiptians  did  convince  ; 

Of  him  reporte  abrode  dooth  paffe, 
to  be  a worthy  prince. 

Knight . 

In  perfon  of  Crefus  I anfwer  make, 

we  may  not  his  grace  compare. 

In  whole  refpedfc  for  to  be  like, 

Cirus  the  kings  father  : 

In  fo  much  your  grace  hath  yet  no  childe, 
as  Cirus  left  behinde, 

Even  you  I meane,  Cambifes  king, 
in  whome  I favour  finde. 

King . 

Crefus  faid  wel  in  faying  fo : 

but,  Praxafpes , tel  me  why, 

That  to  my  mouth  in  fuch  a fort, 
thou  fhould  avouch  a lye, 

Of  drunkennes  me  thus  to  charge  : 

but  thou  with  fpeed  fhalt  fee, 
Whether  that  I a fober  king, 
or  els  a drunkard  bee. 


I knowe 
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I knowe  thou  haft  a blisful  babe, 
wherin  thou  dooft  delight : 

Me  to  revenge  of*thefe  thy  words, 

I wil  go  wreke  this  fpight. 

When  I the  mofte  have  tafted  wine, 
my  bowe  it  fhalbe  bent. 

At  hart  of  him  even  then  to  Ihoot, 
is  now  my  whole  intent: 

And  if  that  I his  hart  can  hit, 
the  king  no  drunkard  is ; 

If  hart  of  his  I doo  not  kil, 

I yeeld  to  thee  in  this* 

Therfore,  Praxafpes , fetch  to  me 

thy  yungeft  fonne  with  fpeed  ; 

There  is  no  way,  I tel  thee  plain, 
but  I wil  doo  this  deed. 

Praxafpes. 

Redouted  prince,  fpare  my  fweet  childe, 
he  is  mine  only  joy : 

I trull,  your  grace  to  infants  hart 
no  fuch  thing  wil  iinploy. 

If  that  his  mother  hear  of  this, 

Ihe  is  fo  nigh  her  flight, 

In  clay  her  corps  wil  foon  be  Ihrinde, 
to  pafle  from  worlds  delight. 

King. 

No  more  adoo,  go  fetch  me  him, 
it  lhalbe  as  I fay  : 

And  if  that  I doo  fpeak  the  woord, 
how  dare  ye  once  fay  nay  ? 

Praxafpes . 

I wil  go  fetch  him  to  your  grace; 

but  fo,  I truft,  it  lhall  not  be. 

King . 

For  feare  of  my  difpleafure  great, 
go  fetch  him  unto  me. 


Is 
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Is  he  gone  ? Now,  by  the  Gods, 

I wil  doo  as  I fay : 

My  lord,  therfore  fil  me  fo me  wine, 

I hartely  you  pray ; 

For  I muft  drink  to  make  my  brain 
fomwhat  intoxicate : 

When  that  the  wine  is  in  my  hed, 
oh,  trimly  I can  prate. 

Lord . 

Heere  is  the  cup  with  filled  wine, 
therof  to  take  repafte. 

King . 

Give  it  me  to  drink  it  of, 

and  fee  no  wine  be  wafte : 

Once  again  in  large  this  cup ; 
for  I mull  tafte  it  ftil : 

By  the  gods,  I think,  of  pleafant  wine 
* I cannot  take  my  fil. 

Now  drink  is  in,  give  me  my  bowe, 
and  arrowes  from  fir  knight ; 

At  hart  of  child  I meane  to  fhoot, 
hoping  to  cleve  it  right. 

Knight . 

Beholde  (o  king)  wher  he  dooth  come, 
his  infant  yung  in  hand, 

Praxafpeu 

0 mightie  king  your  grace  beheft, 

with  forow  I have  fcand. 

And  brought  my  childe  fro  mothers  knee* 
before  you  to  appeer : 

And  Ihe  therof  no  whit  dooth  knowe, 
that  he  in  place  is  heer. 

King . 

Set  him  up  my  mark  to  be, 

I wil  lhoot  at  his  hart. 

Praxrtfpes . 

1 befeech  your  grace  not  fo  to  doo, 

fet  this  pretence  a parte. 


[Drink. 

[Drinks 
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Farewel,  my  deer  and  looving  babe; 
come  kiffe  thy  father  deer ; 

A greevous  fight  to  me  it  is, 

to  fee  thee  flain  even  heer. 

Is  this  the  gain  now  from  the  king 
for  giving  councel  good. 

Before  my  face  with  fuch  defpite 

to  fpil  my  fonnes  hart  blood  ? 

P hevy  day  to  me  this  is, 

and  mother  in  like  cafe. 

Tung  Cbilde. 

O father,  father,  wipe  your  face, 

I fee  the  teares  run  from  your  eye : 

My  mother  is  at  home  fowing  of  a band; 

alas,  deer  father,  why  doo  you  cry  ? 

King . 

Before  me  as  mark  now  let  him  ftand ; 

I wil  fhoot  at  him  my  minde  to  fulfil. 

Tung  Cbilde. 

Alas,  alas!  father,  wil  you  me  kil  ? 

pood  mailer  king,  doo  not  fhoot  at  me, 
my  mother  loves  me  belt  of  all. 

King. 

I have  difpatched  him,  down  he  dooth  fall;  [ Shoot * 

As  right  as  a line  his  hart  I have  hit : 

Nay  thou  fhalt  fee,  Praxafpes , flraunger  newes  yet, 

My  knight  with  fpeed  his  hart  cut  out, 
and  give  it  unto  me. 

Knight. 

It  fhalbe  doon  (o  mightie  king) 
with  all  feleritie. 

Lord. 

My  lord  Praxafpes , this  had  not  been, 
but  your  tung  muft  be  walking. 

To  the  king  of  correction 

you  mull  needs  be  talking. 


Praxafpes . 
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Praxafpes . 

No  corre&ion  (my  lord)  but  councel  for  the  belt* 
Knight . 

Heere  is  the  hart,  according  to  your  graces  beheft. 

King . 

Beholde,  Praxafpes , thy  fonnes  own  hart : 
oh,  how  wel  the  fame  was  hit ! 

After  this  wine  to  doo  this  deed, 

I thought  it  very  fit : 

Efteeme  thou  maift  right  wel  therby, 
no  drunkard  is  the  king, 

That  in  the  midil  of  all  his  cups, 

could  doo  this  valiant  thing. 

My  lord,  and  knight,  on  me  attend; 
to  pallaice  we  wil  go, 

And  leave  him  heer  to  take  his  fonne, 
when  we  are  gone  him  fro. 

AIL 

With  all  our  harts  we  give  confent 
to  wait  upon  your  grace.  / 

Praxafpes . 

A woful  man  (o  lord)  am  I, 
to  fee  him  in  this  cafe  : 

My  dayes  I deem  delires  their  end, 
this  deed  wil  help  me  hence. 

To  have  the  blofioms  of  my  feeld 
deftroyd  by  violence. 

Enter  Mother. 

Mother . 

Alas,  alas  ! I doo  heare  tel, 

the  king  hath  kild  my  fonne : 

If  it  be  fo,  wo  worth  the  deed, 
that  ever  it  was  doon. 

It  is  even  fo,  my  lord  I fee, 

how  by  him  he  dooth  weep : 


What 
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What  ment  I that  from  hands  of  him, 
this  childe  I did  not  keep  ? 

Alas ! hulband  and  lord,  what  did  you  meane 
to  fetch  this  child  away  ? 

Praxajpes . 

O lady  wife,  I little  thought 

for  to  have  feen  this  day. 

Mother. 

O blisful  babe,  o joy  of  womb, 

harts  comfort  and  delight, 

For  councel  given  unto  the  king, 

’ is  this  thy  juft  requite  ? 

O hevy  day,  and  doleful  time, 

thefe  mourning  tunes  to  make  ! 

With  blubred  eyes  into  mine  armes 
from  earth  I wil  thee  take, 

And  wrap  thee  in  mine  apron  white : 
but  oh  ! my  hevy  hart  ! 

The  fpightful  pangs  that  it  fuftains, 
would  make  it  in  two  to  part: 

The  death  of  this  my  fonne  to  fee, 

O hevy  mother  now. 

That  from  thy  fweet  and  fugred  joy, 
to  forow  io  Ihouldft  bow. 

What  greef  in  womb  did  I retain, 
before  I did  thee  fee  ? 

Yet,  at  the  laft,  when  fmart  was  gone, 
what  joy  wcrt  thou  to  me  ? 

How  tender  was  I of  thy  food 

for  to  preferve  thy  ftate  ? 

How  ftilled  I thy  tender  hart 

at  times  earely  and  late  ? 

With  velvet  paps  I gave  thee  fuck, 
with  iiiue  from  my  breft. 

And  daunced  thee  upon  my  knee 
to  biing  thee  unto  reft. 
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Is  this  the  joy  of  thee  I reap 

(o  king)  of  tigers  brood  ? 

Oh,  tigers  whelp,  hadlt  thou  the  hart, 
to  fee  this  childes  hart  blood  ? 

Nature  inforceth  me,  alas  f 

in  this  wife  to  deplore ; 

To  wring  my  hands,  o wele  away, 
that  I Ihould  fee  this  houre  f 

Thy  mother  yet  will  kilfe  thy  lips, 
filk  foft  and  pleafant  white; 

With  wringing  hands  lamenting  for 
to  fee  thee  in  this  plight. 

My  lording  deer,  let  us  go  home, 
our  mourning  to  augment. 

Prnxafpes . 

My  lady  deer,  with  hevy  hart 
to  it  I doo  confent; 

Between  us  bothe  the  childe  to  bere 

unto  our  lordly  place.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ambidexter. 

Ambidexter. 

In  deed,  as  ye  fay,  I have  been  abfent  a long  fpace : 

But  is  not  my  cofin  Cutpurfe  with  you  in  the  mene  time  ? 

To  it,  to  it,  Cofim  and  doo  your  office  fine. 

How  like  you  Sifamnes  for  ufing  of  me  ? 

He  plaid  with  bothe  hands,  but  he  lped  il  favouredly. 

The  king  him  felf  was  godly  up  trained  ; 

He  profelfed  virtue,  but  I think  it  was  fained: 

He  playes  with  bothe  hands  good  deeds  and  ill; 

But  it  was  no  good  deed,  Praxafpes  fonne  for  to  kil : 

As  he  for  the  good  deed  on  the  judge  was  commended, 

For  all  his  deeds  els  he  is  reprehended. 

The  mofte  evil  difpofed  perfon,  that  ever  was ; 

All  the  Hate  of  his  life  he  would  not  let  palfe. 


Some 
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Some  good  deeds  he  wil  doo,  though  they  be  but  Few: 

The  like  things  this  tirant  Cambices  dooth  fhew. 

No  goodnes  from  him  to  none  is  exhibited ; 

But  llil  maledidlion  abrode  is  diftributed. 

And  yet  ye  fhall  fee  in  the  reft  of  his  race. 

What  infamy  he  wil  woork  againft  his  owne  grace. 

Whift,  no  more  woords  : heer  comes  the  kings  brother. 

Enter  lord  Smirdis,  with  Attendance  and  Diligence. 

Smirdis. 

The  kings  brother  by  birth  am  I, 
iflued  from  Cirus  loynes : 

A greef  to  me  it  is  to  hear 

of  this  the  kings  repines. 

I like  not  wel  of  thofe  his  deeds, 

that  he  dooth  ftil  frequent; 

I wifli  to  God,  that  other  waies 

his  minde  he  could  content:  . .. 

Yung  I am,  and  next  to  him, 
no  mo  of  us  there  be ; 

I would  be  glad  a quiet  realme 
in  this  his  reign  to  fe. 

Attendance, 

My  lord,  your  good  and  willing  hart 
the  gods  wil  recompence. 

In  that  your  minde  l'o  penfife  is, 
for  thofe  his  great  offence. 

My  lord  his  grace  fhall  have  a time 
to  pair  and  to  amende ; 

Happy  is  he  that  can  efcape, 

and  not  his  grace  offend. 

Diligence,  . , > 

If  that  wicked  vice  he  could  refrain, 
from  wafting  wine  forbere, 

A moderate  life  he  would  frequent, 
amending  this  his  fquare. 


Ambidexter* 
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Ambidexter . 

My  lord,  and  if  your  honor  it  lhall  pleafe, 

I can  informe  you  what  is  bell  for  your  eafe ; 

Let  him  alone,  of  his  deeds  do  not  talke, 

Then  by  his  fide  ye  may  quietly  walke  ; 

After  his  death  you  fhalbe  king, 

Then  may  you  reforme  eche  kinde  of  thing. 

In  the  meane  time  live  quietly,  doo  not  with  him 
deale ; 

So  lhall  it  redownd  much  to  your  weale. 

Smirdis . 

Thou  faifl  true,  my  friend,  that  is  the  bell : 

I knowe  not  whether  he  loove  me,  or  doo  me  detell. 
Attendance . 

Learne  from  his  company  all  that  you  may; 

I faithful  Attendance  wil  your  honor  obay. 

If  againll  your  honor  he  take  any  ire, 

His  grace  is  as  like  to  kindle  his  lire. 

To  your  honors  deftrudion  as  otherwife. 

Diligence. 

Therfore,  my  lord,  take  good  advife, 

And  I Diligence  your  cafe  wil  fo  tender. 

That  to  his  grace  your  honor  fhalbe  none  offender. 
Smirdis. 

I thank  you  bothe,  intire  freends,  with  my  honor  llil 
remain. 

Ambidexter . 

Beholde,  where  the  king  dooth  come  with  his  train. 

Enter  King,  and  i Lord. 

King. 

O lording  deer,  and  brother  mine, 

I joy  your  ilate  to  fee  ; 

Surmifing  much  what  is  the  caufe, 
you  abfent  thus  from  mee* 


Smirdis. 
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Smireis . 

Pleafeth  your  grace,  no  abfence  I, 
but  redy  to  fulfil. 

At  all  affayes,  my  prince  and  king, 
in  that  your  grace  me  wil : 

What  I can  doo  in  true  defence, 
to  you,  my  prince,  aright. 

In  redynes  I alwaies  am 

to  offer  foorth  my  might. 

King . 

And  I the  like  to  you  again 

doo  heer  avouch  the  fame. 

All. 

For  this  your  good  agreement  heer, 
now  praifed  be  Gods  name. 

Ambidexter . 

But  hear  ye,  noble  prince ; hark  in  your  eare : 

It  is  belt  to  doo  as  I did  declare. 

King . 

My  lord  and  brother  Smirdis  now, 
this  is  my  minde  and  wil, 

That  you  to  court  of  mine  return, 
and  there  to  tary  flil. 

Til  my  return  within  fhort  fpace 
your  honor  for  to  greet. 

Smirdis . 

At  your  beheft  fo  wil  I doo, 

til  time  again  we  meet: 

My  leave  I take  from  you  (o  king) 
even  now  I doo  departe. 

[ Exeunt  Smirdis,  Attendance,  and  Diligence* 

King. 

Farewel,  lord  and  brother  mine* 
farewel  with  all  my  hart. 

My  lord,  my  brother  Smirdis  is 

of  youth  and  manly  might ; 

And  in  his  fweet  and  pleafant  face 
my  hart  dooth  take  delight. 
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Lord, 

Yea,  noble  prince,  if  that  your  grace, 
before  his  honor  dye, 

He  wil  fucceed  a vertuous  king, 
and  rule  with  equitie. 

King. 

As  you  have  faid,  my  lord,  he  is  - ■ 

cheef  heire  next  my  grace : 

And  if  I dye  to  morrow,  next 

he  fliall  fucceed  my  place. 

Ambidexter . 

And  if  it  pleafe  your  grace  (o  king) 

I herd  him  fay, 

For  your  death  unto  the  God, 

day  and  night  he  ded  pray  ; 

He  would  live  fo  vertuoufly, 

and  get  him  fuch  a praife. 

That  Fatne  by  trump  his  due  delerts, 
his  honor  Ihould  up  raife. 

He  faid,  your  grace  deferved  had 
the  curling  of  all  men; 

That  ye  fhould  never  after  him 
get  any  praife  agen. 

King. 

Did  he  fpeake  thus  of  my  grace, 
in  fuch  difpightful  wife  ? 

Or  els  dooft  thou  prefume  to  fil 

my  princely  ears  with  lies  ? 

Lord . 

I cannot  think  it  in  my  hart, 

that  he  wrould  report  fo. 

King . 

How  fayft  thou  ? fpeake  the  truth, 
was  it  fo  or  no  ? 

Ajnbidexter . 

I think  fo,  if  it  pleafe  your  grace,  but  I cannot  tel. 

King  . ‘ 
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Thou  plaift  with  bothe  hands,  now  I perceive  weh 

But  for  to  put  all  douts  afide, 

and  to  make  him  leefe  his  hope, 

He  (hall  dye  by  dent  of  fwoord, 
or  els  by  choking  rope. 

Shall  he  fucceed  when  I am  gone, 
to  have  more  praife  than  I ? 

Were  he  father,  as  brother  mine, 

I fwere,  that  he  fhall  dye. 

To  pallaice  mine  I wil  therfore, 
his  death  for  to  purfue. 

Ambidexter. 

Are  ye  gone  ? ftraight  way  I wil  followe  you. 

How  like  ye  now,  my  maifters  ? dooth  not  this  geer 
cotton  ? 

The  proverbe  olde  is  verified,  foon  ripe  and  foon  rotten. 

He  wil  Hot  be  quiet,  til  his  brother  be  kild : 

His  delight  is  wholly  to  have  his  blood  fpild. 

Mary,  fir,  I tolde  him  a notable  lye : 

If  it  were  to  doo  again,  man,  I durft  doo  it  I. 

Mary,  when  I had  doon,  to  it  I. durft  not  ftand: 

Therby  you  may  perceive  I ufe  to  play  with  eche  hand. 

But  how  now,  colin  Cutpurjfe ? with  whome  play  you  ? 

Take  heed,  for  his  hand  is  groping  even  now : 

Cofin,  take  heed,  if  ye  doo  fecretly  grope; 

If  ye  be  taken*  cofin,  ye  mult  looke  through  a rope. 

[Exit, 


Enter  lord  Smirdis  alone . 
Smirdis. 

i am  wandring  alone,  heer  and  there  to  walke ; 

The  court  is  fo  unquiet,  in  it  I take  no  joy : 
Solitary  to  my  felf  now  I may  talke ; 

If  I could  rule,  I wift  what  to  lay. 
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Enter  Crueltie  and  Murder,  with  bloody  hands • 
Crueltie • 

My  coequal  partner  Murder , come  away ; 

From  me  long  thou  maift  not  flay. 

Murder . 

Yes,  from  thee  I may  flay,  but  not  thou  from  me : 
Therfore  I have  a prerogative  aboove  thee. 

Crueltie . 

But  in  this  cafe  we  mull  togither  abide : 

Come,  come ; lord  Smirdis  I have  fpide  : 

Lay  hands  on  him  with  all  feftination. 

That  on  him  we  may  woork  our  indignation, 

Smirdis . 

How  now,  my  freends  ? What  have  you  to  doo  with 
me  ? 

Murder. 

King  Cambifes  hath  fent  us  unto  thee, 

Commaunding  us  llraightly,  with  out  mercy  or  favour. 
Upon  thee  to  bellow  our  behaviour; 

With  Crueltie  to  murder  you,  and  make  you  away. 

[ Strike  him  in  divers  places . 
Smirdis . 

Yet  pardon  me,  I hartely  you  pray  : 

Confider,  the  king  is  a tirant  tirannious ; 

And  all  his  dooings  be  damnable  and  parnitious : 

Favour  me  therfore,  I did  him  never  offend. 

\A  little  bladder  of  vineger  prikt, 
Crueltie . 

No  favour  at  all ; your  life  is  at  an  end. 

Even  now  I ftrike  his  body  to  wound : 

Beholde  now  his  blood  fprings  out  on  the  ground. 

Murder. 

Now  h.e  is  dead,  let  us  prefent  him  to  the  king. 
Crueltie. 

Lay  to  your  hand,  away  him  ta  bring.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter 
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Enter  Ambidexter. 

Ambidexter . 

O the  paffion  of  God,  yunder  is  a hevy  court : 

Some  weeps,  fomc  wailes,  and  fome  make  great  fport. 
Lord  Smirdis  by  Crueltii  and  Murder  is  flain ; 

But,  Jefus!  for  want  of  him,  how  fome  doo  complain  ! 

If  I ihould  have  had  a thoufand  pound,  I could  not 
forbeare  weeping. 

Now  Jefus  have  his  bleffed  foule  in  keeping. 

Ah,  good  lord,  to  think  on  him,  how  it  dooth  me 
greeve  ! 

I can  not  forbeare  weeping,  ye  may  me  beleeve.  [Weep* 

O,  my  hart ! how  my  pulfes  doo  beat 

With  forowful  lamentations,  I am  in  fuch  a heat. 

All,  my  hart  ! how  for  him  it  dooth  forow  ! 

Nay,  I have  doon  in  faith  now,  and  God  give  you  good 
morow. 

Ha,  ha ; weep  ! nay,  laugh,  with  both  hands  to  play ; 
The  king  throughe  his  crueltie  hath  made  him  away. 

But  hath  not  he  wrought  a moite  wicked  deed  ? 

Becaufe  king  after  him  he  ihould  not  proceed. 

His  owne  naturall  brother,  and  having  no  more. 

To  procure  his  death  by  violence  fore; 

In  fpight  becaufe  his  brother  ihould  never  be  king. 

His  hart  beeing  wicked  confented  to  this  thing. 

Now  lie  hath  no  more  brothers,  nor  kinred  alive : 

If  the  king  ufe  this  geer  ftil,  he  cannot  long  thrive. 

Enter  Hob,  and  Lob. 

Hob . 

Gods  hat,  naibor,  come  away;  its  time  to  market  to 

§0. 
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Lob. 

Gods  vail,  naybor,  zay  ye  zo  ? 

The  clock  hath  iiricken  vive  ich  think  by  laken : 

Bum  vay,  vrom  fleep  chain  not  very  wel  waken. 

But,  naybor  Hob , naybor  Hob,  what  have  ye  to  zel  ? 

Hob. 

Bum  troth,  naybor  Lob,  to  you  I chil  tel : 

Chave  twoo  goflings,  and  a chine  of  good  porke  ; 

There  is  no  vatter  between  this  and  Yorke. 

Chave  a pot  of  ilrawberyes,  and  a calves  hed, 

A zennight  zince  to  morrow  it  hath  been  dead. 

Lob. 

Chave  a fcore  of  egges  and  of  butter  a pound  : 
Yefterday  a neit  of  goodly  yung  rabits  I vound. 

Chave  vorty  things  mo,  of  more  and  of  leffe  5 
My  brain  is  not  very  good  them  to  expreffe. 

But  Gods  hat,  naybor,  wotll  what  ? 

Hob . 

No,  not  wel ; naybor,  whats  that  ? 

Lob. 

Bum  vay,  naybor,  maifter  king  is  a zhrode  lad ; 

Zo  God  help  me,  and  holidam,  I think  the  vool  be  mad  ; 
Zome  zay,  he  deale  cruelly,  his  brother  he  did  kil  $ 

And  alfo  a goodly  yung  lads  hart  blood  he  did  fpil. 

Hob . 

Vorbod  of  God,  naibor,  has  he  plaied  zuch  a volifli 
deed  ? 


Ambidexter. 

Goodman  Hob,  and  goodman  Lob,  God  be  your  fpeed 
As  you  twoo  towards  market  doo  walke, 

Of  the  kings  crueltie  I did  hear  you  talke. 

I infure  you,  he  is  a king  molte  vile  and  parnitiousj 
His  dooines  and  life  are  odious  and  vicious. 

Lob . 

It  were  a good  deed  zome  body  would  breke  his  hed. 
Hob. 

Bum  vay,  naybor  Lob,  I chould  he  were  dead. 


Ambidexter . 
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Ambidexter. 

So  would  I,  Lob,  and  Hob , with  all  my  hart. 

Now  with  bothe  hands,  wil  ye  fee  me  play  my  parte  ? 

A,  ye  whorfon,  traitorly  knaves; 

Hob , and  Lob , out  upon  you,  ilaves. 

Lob. 

And  thou  calft  me  knave,  thou  art  an  other : 

My  name  is  Lo and  Hob  my  next  naybor. 

Ambidexter . 

Hoby  and  Lcby  a,  ye  cuntry  patches  ! 

A,  ye  fooles  ! ye  have  made  wrong  matches ; 

Ye  have  fpoken  treafon  again!!  the  kings  grace  : 

For  it  I will  accufe  ye  before  his  face ; 

Then  for  the  fame  ye  ftalbe  mattered : 

At  the  leaft,  ye  fhall  be  hangd,  drawn  and  quartered. 
Hob . 

O,  gentleman,  ye  fhall  have  two  pearepyes,  and  tel 
not  of  me. 

Lob . 

By  God  a vat  goofe  chil  give  thee : 

I think  no  hurt  by  my  vathers  foule  I fweare. 

Hob. 

Chave  lived  wel  all  my  life  time  my  naybors  among, 
And  now  chould  be  lothe  to  come  to  zuch  wrong: 

To  be  hanged  and  quartered  the  greef  would  be  great. 
Lob . 

A foule  evil  on  thee.  Hob  ! who  bid  thee  on  it  treat  ? 
Vor  it  was  thou  that  firft  did  him  name. 

Hob . 

Thou  lyefl:  like  a varlet,  and  thou  zaift  the  fame ; 

It  was  zuch  a voolifh  Lob  as  thou. 

Lab. 

Speake  many  woords,  and  by  cods  nailes  I vow. 

Upon  thy  pate  my  ItafFe  I wil  lay. 

Ambidexter . 

By  the  maffe,  I wil  caufe  them  to  make  a fray. 

Yea,  Loby  thou  fayeft  true,  all  came  through  him. 

T 3 Lob. 
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Lob. 

Bum  vay,  thou  Hob , a little  would  make  me  ye  trim; 
Give  thee  a zawp  on  thy  nofe,  til  thy  hart  ake. 

Hob . 

If  thou  darefl,  doo  it ; els,  man,  cry  creke : 

I trufl,  before  thou  hurt  me, 

With  my  flaffe  chil  make  a Lob  of  thee, 

[Heer  let  them  fight  with  their  Jlaves , rot 
come  neer  an  other  by  three  or  foure  yardes ; 
the  Vice  fiet  them  on  as  hard  as  he  can  : 
one  of  their  wives  come  out  and  all  to 
beat  the  Vice,  he  run  away. 

Enter  Marian-may-be-good,  Hobs  wife  running  in  with 
a broome  and  'parte  them. 

Marian . 

O,  the  body  of  me,  hulband  Hob,  what  meane  you  to 
fight  ? 

For  the  paffion  of  God,  no  more  blowes  fmite. 
Neighbours,  and  freends  fo  long,  and  now  to  fall  out ! 
What,  in  your  age  to  feeme  fo  flout  ? 

If  I had  not  parted  ye,  one  had  kild  another. 

Lob. 

I had  not  cared,  I fwere  by  Gods  mother. 

Marian. 

Shake  hands  again  at  the  requefl  of  me ; 

As  ye  have  been  freends,  fo  freends  flil  be. 

Hob. 

Bum  troth,  cham  content ; and  zaifl  woord,  neigbor 
Lob  ? 

Lob. 

I am  content ; agreed,  neigbor  Hob. 

[ Shake  hands,  and  laugh  hartely  one  at  an  other. 
Marian. 

So,  get  you  to  market,  no  longer  flay ; 

And  with  yonder  knave  let  me  make  a fray. 


Hob. 
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Bob . 

Content,  wife  Marian , chil  doo  as  thou  doofl  fay : 

But  buffe  me,  ich  pray  thee,  at  going  away. 

[. Exeunt  Hob,  Lob. 

Marian . 

Thou  whorfon  knave,  and  prickeard  boy, 
why  didft  thou  let  them  fight  ? 

If  one  had  kild  another  heer, 

couldft  thou  their  deaths  requite  ? 

It  beares  a figne  by  this  thy  deed, 
a cowardly  knave  thou  art; 

Els  wouldft  thou  draw  that  weapon  thine, 
like  a man  them  to  parte. 

Ambidexter . 

What,  Marian-may*  be-goodt  are  you  come  pratling  ? 

Ye  may  hap  get  a box  on  the  eare  with  your  talking  : 

If  they  had  kild  one  another,  I had  not  cared  a peafe. 

[Heer  let  her  fwinge  him  in  her  brome , Jhe 
gets  him  down , and  he  her  down , thus  one 
on  the  top  of  an  other  make  pajiime • 
Marian . 

A,  villain,  my  felf  on  thee  I muft  eafe : 

Give  me  a box  on  the  eare  ? that  wil  I try ; 

Who  fhalbe  maifler,  thou  (halt  fee  by  and  by. 

Ambidexter . 

O,  no  more,  no  more,  I befeech  you  hartely ; 

Even  now  I yeeld,  and  give  you  the  maiftery. 

[Run  bis  way  out  while  Jhe  is  down . 
Marian. 

A,  thou  knave,  dooit  thou  throw  me  down,  and  run 
thy  way  ? 

If  he  were  heer  again,  oh  how  I would  him  pay! 

I wil  after  him ; and  if  I can  him  meet. 

With  thele  my  nailes  his  face  I wil  greet. 


Enter 
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Enter  Venus  leading  out  her  fonne  Cupid  blinde : be  mufi 
have  a bowe  and  two  Jhafts , one  bedded  with  golde  and 
tV  other  bedded  with  lead . 

Venus . 

Come  foorth,  my  fonne,  unto  my  woords 
attentive  eares  rellgne : 

What  I pretend,  fee  you  frequent, 
to  force  this  game  of  mine. 

The  king  a 'kinfwoman  hath, 

adornd  with  beautie  (lore ; 

And  I wifh  that  Dianas  gifts, 

they  twain  fhall  keep  no  more  ; 

But  ufe  my  lilver  fugred  game  ] 

their  joyes  for  to  augment. 

When  I doo  fpeake  to  wound  his  hart, 

Cupid,  my  fonne,  confent ; 

And  fhoot  at  him  the  lhaft  of  loove, 
that  beares  the  hed  of  golde. 

To  wound  his  hart  in  loovers  wife, 
his  greef  for  to  unfolde.  \ 

Though  kin  fhe  be  unto  his  grace, 
that  nature  me  expel, 

Again!!  the  courfe  therof  he  may, 
in  my  game  pleafe  me  wel ; 

Wherfore,  my  fonne,  doo  not  forget, 
foorthwith  purfue  the  deed. 

Cupid . 

Mother,  I meane  for  to  obay, 

as  you  have  whole  decreed  : 

But  you  inuil  tel  me,  mother  deer, 
when  I fhall  arrow  draw ; 

Els  your  requeft  to  be  attaind, 

wil  not  be  worth  a ftraw : 

I am  blind  and  cannot  fee, 

but  ftil  do  Ihoot  by  gelfe  \ 

The  poets  wel  in  places  ftore 

of  my  might  doo  expreffe.  Ventts* 
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Venus . 

Cupid , my  fonne,  when  time  fhall  ferve 
that  thou  fhalt  doo  this  deed, 

Then  warning  I to  thee  wil  give; 

but  fee,  thou  fhoot  with  fpeed. 

Lord,  Lady,  Waiting  maid. 


Lady . 

Lady  deer,  to  king  a kin, 

foorthwith  let  us  proceed, 

To  trace  abrode  the  beauty  feelds, 
as  erft  we  had  decreed : 

The  blowing  buds  whofe  favery  fents 
qur  fence  wil  much  delight. 

The  fweet  fmel  of  mufk  white  rofe, 
to  plefe  the  appetite. 

The  chirping  birds,  whofe  plefant  tunes 
therin  fhall  hear  record. 

That  our  great  joy  we  fhall  it  finde, 

/ in  feeld  to  walke  a brode. 

On  lute  and  cittern  there  to  play 
a heavenly  hermony. 

Our  cares  fhall  heare,  hart  to  content, 
our  fports  to  beautie. 

Lady . 

Unto  your  woords,  mofle  comely  lord, 
my  felf  fubmit  doo  I ; 

To  trace  with  you  in  feeld  fo  green, 

I meane  not  to  deny. 

[Heer  trace  up  and  down  playing. 
Maid. 

And  I your  waiting  maid,  at  hand 
with  diligence  wil  be 
For  to  fulfil  with  hart  and  hand, 

when  you  fhall  commaund  me. 


Enter 


300 


A COMMEDY  OF 


Enter  King,  Lord,  and  Knight. 

King. 

Come  on,  my  lord,  and,  knight,  abrodc 
our  mirth  let  us  imploy : 

Since  he  is  dead,  this  hart  of  mine 
in  corps  I feel  it  joy. 

Should  brother  mine  have  reigned  king, 
when  I had  yeelded  breth  ? 

A thoufand  brothers  I rather  had, 
to  put  them  all  to  death. 

But  oh,  beholde  where  I doo  fee 
a lord  and  lady  fair ; 

For  beauty  lhe  mofte  worthy  is 
to  lit  in  princes  chaire 
V enus. 

Shoot  forth,  my  fonne ; now  is  the  time 
that  thou  mull  wound  his  hart. 

Cupid . 

Content  you,  mother,  I wil  doo  my  parte. 

[Shoot  there , and  go  out  Venus  and  Cupid 
King.  ' 

Of  trueth,  my  lord,  in  eye  of  mine 
all  ladyes  lhe  dooth  excel : 

Can  none  reporte,  what  dame  lhe  is, 
and  to  my  grace  it  tel  ? 

Lord , 

Rcdouted  prince,  pleafeth  your  grace, 
to  you  fhee  is  a kin ; 

Colin  jarmin  nigh  of  birth, 

by  morhers  fide  come  in. 

Knight. 

And  that  her  waiting  maiden  is, 
attending  her  upon : 

He  is  a lord  of  princes  court, 
and  wil  be  there  anon. 


They 
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They  fport  themfelves  in  pleafant  feeld, 
to  former  ufed  ufe. 

King • 

My  lord,  and  knight,  of  trueth  I fpeake, 
my  hart  it  cannot  chafe; 

But  with  my  lady  I mull  fpeake, 
and  fo  expreffe  my  mind. 

My  lord,  and  ladyes,  walking  there, 
if  you  wil  favour  finde, 

Prefent  your  felves  unto  my  grace, 
and  by  my  fide  come  Hand. 

Fir  ft  Lord. 

We  wil  fulfil,  mofte  mightie  king, 

as  your  grace  doth  commaund. 

King. . 

Lady  deer,  intelligence 

my  grace  hath  got  of  late ; 

You  iffued  out  of  mothers  Hock, 
and  kin  unto  my  Hate  : 

According  to  rule  of  birth  you  are 
cofin  jarmin  mine ; 

Yet  doo  I wifh,  that  farther  of, 

this  kindred  I could  jinde  : 

For  Cupid  he,  that  eyelcffe  boy, 
my  hart  hath  fo  inflamed 

With  beauty  you  me  to  content 

the  like  cannot  be  named; 

For  fince  I entred  in  this  place, 

and  on  you  fixt  mine  eyes, 

Mofte  burning  fits  about  my  hart 
in  ample  wife  did  rife. 

The  heat  of  them  fuch  force  dooth  yeeld, 
my  corps  they  fcorch,  alas  ! 

And  burnes  the  fame  with  wafting  heat, 
as  Titan  dooth  the  graife. 


And 
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And  fith  this  heat  is  kindled  fo, 
and  frefh  in  hart  of  me. 

There  is  no  way  but  of  the  fame, 
the  quencher  you  mufl  be  : 

My  meaning  is,  that  beauty  yours 

my  hart  with  loove  dooth  wound ; 

To  give  me  loove,  minde  to  content 
my  hart  hath  you  out  found  : 

And  you  are  fhee  mull  be  my  wife, 
els  lhall  I end  my  dayes. 

Confent  to  this,  and  be  my  queen, 

to  were  the  crown  with  praife. 

Lady* 

If  it  pleafe  your  grace  (o  mightie  king) 
you  lhall  not  this  requeft ; 

It  is  a thing  that  natures  courfe 
dooth  utterly  deteft  : 

And  high  it  would  the  God  difpleafe, 
of  all  that  is  the  wurft ; 

To  graunt  your  grace  to  marry  fo, 
it  is  not  I that  durft : 

Yet  humble  thanks  I render  now 
unto  you,  mightie  king. 

That  you  vouchfafe  to  great  eitate, 
fo  gladly  would  me  bring  : 

Were  it  not  it  were,  offence, 

I would  it  not  deny ; 

But  fuch  great  honor  to  atchive 
my  hart  I would  apply. 

Therfore  (o  king)  with  humble  hart, 
in  this  I pardon  crave  : 

Mine  anfwere  is  in  this  reqneft, 

your  minde  ye  may  not  have. 

King. 

May  I not  ? nay,  then  I wil, 
by  all  the  gods  I vow  : 

And  I wil  mary  the  as  wife; 

this  is  mine  anfwere  now  : 


Who 
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Who  dare  lay  nay,  what  I pretend, 
who  dare  the  fame  withhand. 

Shall  lofe  his  hed,  and  have  reporte, 
as  traitor  through  my  land  : 

There  is  no  nay,  I wil  you  have, 
and  you  my  queen  fhalbe. 

Lady . 

Then,  mightie  king,  I crave  your  grace, 
to  hear  the  words  of  me  : 

Your  councel  take  of  lordings  wit^ 
the  lawes  aright  perufe ; 

If  I with  fafe  may  graunt  this  deed, 

I wil  it  not  it  refufe. 

. King- 

No,  no ; what  I have  faid  to  you, 

I means  to  have  it  fo : 

For  counfel  theirs  I meane  not  I, 
in  this  refpedt  to  go. 

But  to  my  pallaice  let  us  go, 

the  mariage  to  prepare ; 

For  to  avoid  my  wil  in  this, 

I can  it  not  forteare. 

Lady . 

O God,  forgive  me  if  1 doo  amifie  ; 

The'king  by  compultion  inforceth  me  this* 
Maid. 

Unto  the  gods  for  your  ellate, 

1 wil  not  ceale  to  pray  ; 

That  you  may  be  a happy  queen, 
and  fee  mofte  joyful  day. 

King. 

Come  on,  my  lords,  with  gladiome  harts 
let  us  rejoice  with  glee  : 

Your  mufick  fhowc  to  joy  this  deed 
at  the  requeft  of  me. 

Bo  the. 

For  to  obey  your  graces  woords 
our  honours  doo  agree. 


[ Exeunt , 
Enter 
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Enter  Ambidexter. 

Ambidexter . 

O,  the  pafllon  of  me  ! mary,  as  ye  fay,  yonder  is  a 
royal  court ; 

There  is  triumphing,  and  fport  upon  fporte  ; 

Such  loyall  lords,  with  fuch  lordly  exercile. 

Frequenting  fuch  paflime  as  they  can  devife; 

Running  at  tilt,  jufling,  with  running  at  the  ring, 
Mafking  and  mumming,  with  eche  kinde  of  thing, 

Such  dauncing,  fuch  finging,  with  mufical  hermony : 
Beleeve  me,  I was  lothe  to  abfent  their  company. 

But*  wil  you  believe?  Jefu ! what  hafle  they  made  til 
they  were  maried  ? 

Not  for  a milion  of  pounds  one  day  longer  they  would 
have  taried. 

Oh,  there  was  a banquet  royall,  and  fuperexelent ; 
Thoufands  and  thoufands  at  that  banquit  was  fpent. 

I mufe  of  nothing  but  how  they  can  be  married  fo  foon  y 
I care  not  if  I be  maried  before  to  morowe  at  noone. 

If  mariage  be  a thing  that  fo  may  be  had: 

How  fay  you,  maid  ? to  mary  me  wil  ye  be  glad  ? 

Out  of  dout,  I beleeve,  it  is  lome  excellent  treafure, 

Els  to  the  fame  belongs  abundant  pleafure. 

Yet  with  mine  cares  I have  heard  fome  fay, — 

That  ever  I zvas  married ! now  cur  Jed  be  the  day  ! 

Thofe  be  they,  that  with  curft  wives  be  matched. 

That  hulband  for  haukes  meat,  of  them  is  up  fnatched, 
Hed  broke  with  a bedftaf,  face  all  to  be  fcratched  : 
Knave,  Have,  and  villain,  a coild  cote  now  and  than ; 
When  the  wife  hath  given  it,  fhe  wil  fay,  alas,  good 
man ! 

Such  were  better  unmarried,  my  maifters,  I trow, 

Then  all  their  life  after  to  be  matched  with  a flu  owe. 


Enter . 
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Enter  Preparation. 


Preparation . 

With  fpeed  I am  Tent  all  things  to  prepare, 

My  meffage  to  doo  as  the  king  did  declare. 

His  grace  dooth  meane  a banquit  to  make. 

Meaning  in  this  place  repafte  for  to  take. 

Wei  the  cloth  fhalbe  laid,  and  all  things  in  redynes. 

To  court  to  return,  when  doon  is  my  bufines. 

Ambidexter. 

A proper  man,  and  alfo  a fit. 

For  the  kings  eftate  to  prepare  a banquit. 

Preparation . 

What,  Ambidexter  ? thou  art  not  unknowen  ; 

A mifeheef  on  all  good  faces,  fo  that  I curfe  not  minp 
own  : 

Now  in  the  knaves  name  fhake  hands  with  me. 

Ambidexter . 

Wei  faid,  goodman  pouchmouth,  your  reverence  I fee, 
I wil  teach  ye,  if  your  manners  no  better  be : 

A,  ye  flave  ! the  king  dooth  me  a gentleman  alow; 
Therfore  I look,  that  to  me  ye  fhall  bow.  [Fight i 

Preparation . 

Good  maifter  Ambidexter , pardon  my  behaviour ; 

For  this  your  deeds,  ye  are  a knave  for  your  labour. 
Ambidexter . 

Why,  ye  Hale  counterly  villain,  nothing  but  knave  ? 

{Eight. 


Preparation . 

I am  fory,  your  maifterfhip  offended  I have  : 
Shake  hands  that  between  us  agreement  may  be ; 

I was  over  fhot  with  my  felf,  I doo  fee. 

Let  me  have  your  help,  this  furniture  to  provide; 
The  king  from  this  place  wil  not  long  abide. 


Ambidexter, 
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Ambidexter . 

[<SW  the  frute  on  the  lord. 
Content;  it  is  rhe  thing  that  I would  wifh : 

I my  felf  wil  go  fetch  on  difh. 

[Let  the  Vice  fet  a dijh  of  nuts , and  let  them 
fall  in  the  bringing  of  them  in. 

Preparation. 

Clenly,  maifter  Ambidexter ; for  fair  on  the  ground  they 
lye. 

Ambidexter. 

I wil  have  them  up  again  by  and  by. 

Preparation. 

To  fee  all  in  redynes  I wil  put  you  in  trull : 

There  is  no  nay,  to  the  court  needs  I mull, 

[Exit  Preparation- 

Ambidexter. 

Have  ye  no  dout,  but  all  fhalbe  wel  ? 

Mary,  fir,  as  you  fay,  this  geer  doth  excel  : 

All  things  is  in  a redynes,  when  they  come  hether. 

The  kings  grace  and  the  queen  bothe  cogither. 

I befeech  ye,  my  maiflers,  tel  me,  is  it  not  bell 
That  I be  fo  bolde  as  to  bid  a gell  ? 

He  is  as  honelt  a man  as  ever  fpur’d  cow ; 

My  cofin  Cutpurfe , I meane,  I befeech  ye  judge  you  : 
Beleeve  me,  cofm,  if  to  be  the  kings  gell,  ye  could  be 
taken, 

I trull,  that  offer  would  not  be  forfaken. 

But,  cofm,  becaufe,  to  that  office  ye  are  not  like  to  come* 
Frequent  your  exercifes,  a home  on  your  thumb, 

A quick  eye,  a lharp  knife,  at  hand  a receiver : 

But  then  take  heed,  cofm,  ye  be  a clenly  convayor; 
Content  your  felf,  coiin,  for  this  banquit  y'ou  are  unfits 
, When  fuch  as  I at  the  fame  am  not  worthy  to  fit. 
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14  Enter  King,  Queen,  Lords,  &c. 

King • 

My  queen,  and  lords,  to  take  repaft 
let  us  attempt  the  fame  5 

Heer  is  the  place,  delay  no  time, 
but  to  our  purpofe  frame. 

Queen. 

With  willing  harts  your  whole  behcft 
we  minde  for  to  obay. 

AIL  ' 

And  we,  the  reft  of  princes  train, 

wil  doo  as  you  doo  fay.  [Sit  at  the  ban  quit. 

King.. 

Me  think,  mine  eares  dooth  wiili  the  found 
of  muficks  hermony  ; 

Heer  for  to  play  before  my  grace, 

in  place  I would  them  fpy. 

[Play  at  the  banquet. 

Ambidexter . 

They  be  at  hand,  fir,  with  ftick  and  fidle  5 

They  can  play  a new  daunce  called.  Hey , didle , didle . 
King . 

My  queen,  parpend,  what  I pronounce 
Y I wil  not  violate ; 

But  one  thing  which  my  hart  makes  glad, 

I minde  to  explicate  : 

You  knowe,  in  court  up  trained  is 
a lyon  very  yung. 

Of  on  litter  two  whelps  befide, 
as  yet  not  very  ftrong ; 

I did  requeft,  one  whelp  to  fee 
and  this  yung  lyon  fight : 

But  lyon  did  the  whelp  convince 

by  ftrength  of  force  and  might ; 

JOL.  1. 
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His  brother  welp,  perceiving  that 
the  lion  was  to  good, 

And  he  by  force  was  like  to  fee 
the  other  whelp  his  blood. 

With  force  to  lion  he  did  run 
his  brother  for  to  help : 

A wunder  great  it  was  to  fee 

that  freendfhip  in  a whelp. 

So  then  the  whelpes  between  them  both 
the  lion  did  convince  ; 

Which  thing  to  fee  before  mine  eyes 
did  glad  the  hart  of  prince. 

\At  this  tale  tolde  let  the  Queene  weep • 
Queene. 

Thefe  woords  to  hear  makes  Hilling  teares 
iffue  from  chriftal  eyes. 

King . 

What  doofl  thou  meane,  my  fpoufe,  to  weep 
for  Ioffe  of  any  prife  ? 

Queen. 

No,  no,  (o  king)  but  as  you  fee 

freendfhip  in  brothers  whelp, 

When  one  was  like  to  have  repulfe, 
the  other  yeelded  help. 

And  was  this  favour  fhowd  in  dogs, 
to  fhame  of  royall  king  ? 

Alack,  I wifh  thefe  eares  of  mine 

had  not  once  heard  this  thing. 

Even  fo  fhould  you  (o  mightie  king) 
to  brother  been  a ftay ; 

And  not  without  offence  to  you, 
in  fuch  wife  him  to  flay. 

In  all  affayes  it  was  your  parte,  1 

his  caufe  to  have  defended ; 

And  who  fo  ever  had  him  mifufed,  i:  ; 

to  have  them  reprehended ; 


But 
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But  faithful  loove  was  more  in  dog, 
then  it  was  in  your  grace. 

King . 

O curfed  caitive,  vicious  and  vile, 

I hate  thee  in  this  place* 

This  banquit  is  at  an  end, 

take  all  thefe  things  away  : 

Before  my  face  thou  fhalt  repent 

the  woords  that  thou  dooft  fay. 

0 wretch  mofte  vile,  didft  thou  the  caufe 

of  brother  mine  fo  tender  ? 

The  loife  of  him  fhould  greeve  thy  hart, 
he  beeing  none  offender. 

It  did  me  good  his  death  to  have, 
fo  wil  it  to  have  thine ; 

What  freendfhip  he  had  at  my  hands, 
the  fame  even  thou  fhalt  finde. 

1 give  confent,  and  make  a vow, 

that  thou  fhalt  dye  the  death ; 

By  Cruels  fword,  and  Murder  fel, 

even  thou  fhalt  lofe  the  breth. 

Ambidexter,  fee  with  fpeed 
to  Crueltie  ye  go  ; 

Caufe  him  hether  to  approch. 

Murder  with  him  alfo. 

Ambidexter . 

I redy  am  for  to  fulfil, 

•if  that  it  be  your  graces  wil. 

King. 

Then  nought  oblight  my  meffage  given, 
abfent  thy  felf  away. 

Ambidexter . 

Then  in  this  place  I wil  no  longer  ftay. 

If  that  I durft,  I would  mourne  your  cafe ; 

But,  alas ! I dare  not  for  feare  of  his  grace. 

[Exit  Ambidexter, 
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King. 

Thou  curled  jil,  by  all  the  gods 
I take  an  othe  and  fwere. 

That  flelh  of  thine  thefe  hands  of  mine 
in  peeces  fmall  could  tere ; 

But  thou  lhalt  dye  by  dent  of.  fwoord, 
there  is  no  freend  ne  fee 
Shall  finde  remorce  at  princes  hand, 
to  fave  the  life  of  thee. 

Queene. 

Oh,  mightie  king  and  hufband  mine, 
vouchfafe  to  heer  me  fpeke. 

And  licence  give  to  fpoufe  of  thine, 
her  patient  minde  to  breke : 

For  tender  loove  unto  your  grace 
my  woords  I did  fo  frame. 

For  pure  loove  dooth  hart  of  king 
me  violate  and  blame. 

And  to  your  grace  is  this  offence, 

that  I Ihould  purchafe  death  ? 

Then  curfed  time  that  I was  queen, 
to  Ihorten  this  my  breth  : 

Your  grace  doth  know  by  mariage  true, 

I am  your  wife  and  fpoufe. 

And  one  to  fave  an  others  helth 

(at  troth  plight)  made  our  vows. 
Therfore,  o king,  let  looving  queen, 
at  thy  hand  finde  remorfe. 

Let  pitie  be  a meane  to  quench 
that  cruel  raging  force  : 

And  pardon  plight  from  princes  mouth, 
yeeld  grace  unto  your  queen, 

That  amitie  with  faithful  zeal 
may  ever  be  us  between. 


King. 
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• . . Kin&' 

A,  caitive  vile,  to  pitie  thee, 

my  hart  it  is  not  bent ; 

Ne  yet  to  pardon  your  offence, 

it  is  not  mine  intent.  % 

Firjl  Lord. 

Our  mightie  prince,  with  humble  fute 
of  your  grace  this  I crave. 

That  this  requeft  it  may  take  place, 

* your  favour  for  to  have. 

Let  mercy  yet  abundantly 

the  life  of  queen  prefervc, 

Sith  fhee  in  moke  obedient  wife, 

your  graces  wil  dooth  ferve. 

As  yet  your  grace  but  while  with  her 
hath  had  cohabitation ; 

And  fure  this  is  no  defert  why, 
to  yeeld  her  indignation. 

Therfore  (o  king)  her  life  prolong, 
to  joy  her  days  in  bliffe. 

Second  Lord. 

Your  grace  fhall  win  immortall  fame 
in  graunting  unto  this; 

She  is  a queene  whofe  goodly  hue 
excelles  the  royall  rofe  : 

For  beautie  bright  dame  nature  lhe 
a large  gift  did  difpofe ; 

For  comelynes  who  may  compare  ? 
of  all  lhe  bares  the  bel ; 

This  lhould  give  caufe  to  moove  your  grace 
to  loove  her  very  wel ; 

Her  filver  breft  in  thofe  your  armes 
to  fing  the  fongs  of  loove ; 

Fine  qualities  moke  excellent 

to  be  in  her  you  proove ; 

U 3 
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A precioufe  pearle  of  prife  to  prince, 
a jewel  paifing  all : 

Therfore  (o  king)  to  beg  remorce 
on  bothe  my  knees  I fall; 

To  graunt  her  grace  to  have  her  life 
with  hart  I doo  defire. 

King. 

You  villaines  twain,  with  raging  force 
ye  fet  my  hart  on  fire  : 

If  I confent,  that  fhe  fhall  dye, 

how  dare  ye  crave  her  life  ? 

You  two  to  afke  this  at  my  hand 

dooth  much  inlarge  my  ftrife  ; 

Were  it  not  for  fhame  you  two  fhould  dye 
that  for  her  life  doo  fue  : 

But  favour  mine  from  you  is  gone, 
my  lords,  I tel  you  true. 

I fent  for  Crueltie  of  late  ; 

if  he  would  come  away, 

I would  commit  her  to  his  hands 
his  cruel  parte  to  play. 

Even  now  I fee  where  he  dooth  come, 
it  dooth  my  hart  delight. 

Enter  Crueltie,  and  Murder, 

Crueltie . 

Come,  Murder , come ; let  us  go  foorth  with  might ; 

Once  again  the  kings  commaundement  we  mull  fulfil. 
Murder . 

I am  contented  to  doo  it  with  a g^ood  wil. 

King. 

Murder , and  Crueltie , for  bothe  of  you  I fent, 

With  all  feftination  your  offices  to  frequent : 

Lay  holde  on  the  queen,  take  her  to  your  power, 

And  make  her  away  with  in  this  houre ; 
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Spare  for  no  feare,  I doo  you  ful  permit : 

So  I from  this  place  doo  mcane  for  to  flit. 

Bothe . 

With  couragious  harts  (o  king)  we  wil  obey. 

King . 

Then  come,  my  lords,  let  us  departe  away. 

Botbe  the  Lords. 

With  hevy  harts  we  wil  doo  all  your  grace  dooth  fay. 

[ Exeunt  King,  and  Lords. 
Crueltie . 

Come,  lady  and  queen,  now  are  you  in  our  handling : 
In  faith,  with  you  we  wil  ufe  no  dandling. 

Murder . 

With  all  expedition,  I,  Murder , wil  take  place. 
Though  thou  be  a queene,  ye  be  under  my  grace. 

Queene. 

With  patience  I wil  you  bothe  obey. 

Crueltie . 

No  more  woords,  but  go  with  us  away. 

Queen* 

Yet,  before  I dye,  fome  pfalme  to  God  let  me  fing. 
Bothe . 

We  be  content  to  permit  you  that  thing. 

Queen . 

Farewel,  you  ladyes  of  the  court, 
with  all  your  malking  hew : 

I doo  forfake  thefe  broderd  gardes, 
and  all  the  facions  new. 

The  court  and  all  the  courtly  train, 
wherin  I had  delight ; 

I baniflied  am  from  happy  fporte, 
and  all  by  fpightful  fpight. 

Yet  with  a joyful  hart  to  God 

a plalme  I meane  to  fing. 

Forgiving  all,  and  the  king, 

of  eche  kind  of  thing,  [Sing  and  Exeunt . 
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Enter  Ambidexter,  zveping . 

Ambidexter . 

A,  a,  a,  a;  I cannot  chufe  but  weep  for  the  queene : 
Nothing  but  mourning  now  at  the  court  there  is  feen. 
Oh,  oh,  my  hart,  my  hart ; oh,  my  bum  wil  break : 
Very  greef  fo  torments  me  that  fcarce  I can  fpeake. 

Who  could  but  weep  for  the  Ioffe  of  fuch  a lady  ? 

That  can  not  I doo,  I fweare  by  mine  honefly. 

But,  lord  ! fo  the  ladyes  mourn  crying,  alack  ! 

Nothing  is  worne  now  but  onely  black; 

I believe,  all  cloth  in  Wailing  Jlreet  to  make  gownes  would 
not  ferve : 

If  I make  a lye  the  devil  let  ye  flerve : 

All  ladyes  mourne  bothe  yung  and  olde ; 

There  is  not  one  that  weareth  a points  worth  of  gold. 
There  is  a forte  for  feare  for  the  king  doo  pray. 

That  would  have  him  dead,  by  the  maffe  I dare  fay. 
What  a king  was  he  that  hath  ufed  fuch  tiranny  ? 

He  was  a kin  to  bifhop  Bonner , I think  verily ; 

For  bothe  their  delights  was  to  fhed  blood. 

But  never  intended  to  doo  any  good. 

Cambifes  put  a judge  to  death,  that  was  a good*  deed ; 
But  to  kil  the  yung  childe  was  worfe  to  proceed; 

To  murder  his  brother,  and  then  his  owne  wife! 

So  help  me  God,  and  holidam,  it  is  pitie  of  his  life* 
Heare  ye  ? I wil  lay  twentie  thoufand  pound, 

That  the  king  him  felf  dooth  dye  by  fome  wound ; 

He  hath  fhed  fo  much  blood,  that  his  wil  be  fhed  : 

If  it  come  fo  to  paffe,  in  faith  then  he  is  fped. 
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Enter  the  King  without  a gown , a fwoord  thrujf  up  into 
his  Jide  bleeding . 

King. 

Out  alas  ! what  fhall  I doo  ? my  life  is  finilhed; 

Wounded  I am  by  fudain  chaunce,  my  blood  is  minified  : 

Gogs  hart,  what  meanes  might  I make  my  life  to  pre- 
fer ve  ? 

Is  there  nought  to  be  my  help  ? nor  is  there  nought  to 
ferve  ? 

Out  upon  the  court,  and  lords  that  there  remain  ! 

To  help  my  greef  in  this  my  cafe,  wil  none  of  them  take 
pain  ? 

Who  but  I in  fuch  a wife  his  deaths  wound  could  have 
got  ? 

As  I on  horfe  back  up  did  leepe,  my  fwoord  from  fcabard 
fhot, 

And  ran  me  thus  into  the  fide,  as  you  right  wel  may  fee, 

A mervels  chaunce,  unfortunate,  that  in  this  wife  lhould 
be. 

I feele  my  felf  a dying  now,  of  life  bereft  am  I; 

And  death  hath  caught  me  with  his  dart,  for  want  of 
blood  I fpy. 

Thus  gafping  heer  on  ground  I lye,  for  nothing  I doo 
care ; 

A juft  reward  for  my  mifdeeds  my  death  dooth  plain 
declare. 

[Here  let  him  quake  and  JHr, 
Ambidexter . 

Now  now,  noble  king  ? pluck  up  your  hart; 

What,  wil  you  die,  and  from  us  departe  ? 

Speeke  to  me,  and  you  be  alive  : 

He  cannot  fpeake;  but  beholde,  how  with  death  he  dooth 
ftriye. 
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Alas,  good  king  ! alas,  he  is  gone  ! 

The  devil  take  me,  if  for  him  I make  any  moi^e, 

I did  prognofticate  of  his  end,  by  the  mafte ; 

Like  as  I did  fay,  fo  is  it  come  to  pafte. 

I wil  be  gone  ; if  I fhould  be  found  heer. 

That  I fhould  kil  him,  it  would  appeer : 

For  feare  with  his  death  they  doo  me  charge, 

Farewel,  my  maifters,  I wil  go  take  barge; 

I meane  to  be  packing  now  is  the  tide  : 

Farewel,  my  maifters ; I wil  no  longer  abide. 

[Exit  Ambidexter, 

Enter  three  Lords. 

Fir  ft  Lord. 

Behold,  my  lords,  it  is  even  fo 
as  he  to  us  did  tel ; 

His  grace  is  dead  upon  the  ground, 
by  dent  of  lwoord  mofte  fel. 

Second  Lord. 

As  he  in  faddle  would  have  lept, 

his  fword  from  fheath  did  go. 

Goring  him  up  into  the  fide ; 
his  life  was  ended  fo. 

Third  Lord. 

His  blood  fo  faft  did  iffue  out, 

that  nought  could  him  prolong  : 

Yet  before  he  yeelded  up  the  ghoft, 
his  hart  was  very  ftrong. 

Fir  ft  Lord 

A juft  rewarde  for  his  mifdeeds 

the  God  aboove  hath  wrought ; 

For  certainly  the  life  he  led 

was  to  be  counted  nought. 


Second 
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Second  Lord. 

Yet  a princely  buriall  he  fhall  have, 
according  his  ellate  ; 

And  more  of  him  heer  at  his  time, 
we  have  not  to  dilate. 

Third  Lord. 

My  lords,  let  us  take  him  up, 
to  cary  him  away. 

Bothe . 

Content  we  are  with  one  accord, 
to  doo  as  you  doo  fay. 
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RIGHT  gentle  audience,  heere  have  you  perufed 
The  tragicall  hiftory  of  this  wicked  king ; 
According  to  our  duety,  we  have  not  refufed. 

But  to  our  beft  intent  expreft  every  thing : 

We  trull,  none  is  offended  for  this  our  dooing. 

Our  author  craves  likewife,  if  he  have  fquared  amiiTe, 
By  gentle  admonicion  to  knowe  where  the  fault  is. 

His  good  wil  ihall  not  be  negledled  to  amende  the  fame; 

Praying  all  to  beare  therfore  with  his  fimple  deed. 
Until  the  time  ferve  a better  he  may  frame: 

Thus  yeelding  you  thanks,  to  end  we  decreed 
That  you  fo  gentlely  have  fuffred  us  to  proceed. 

In  fuch  patient  wife  as  to  hear  and  fee : 

We  can  but  thank  ye  therfore,  we  can  doo  no  more  we* 

As  duty  bindes  us,  for  our  noble  queene  let  us  pray. 
And  for  her  honorable  councel,  the  trueth  that  they 
may  ufe, 

To  pradtife  juftice,  and  defend  her  grace  eche  day; 

To  maintain  Gods  woord  they  may  not  refufe. 

To  corredl  all  thofe,  that  would  her  grace  and  graces 
lawes  abufe ; 

Befeeching  God  over  us  fhe  may  reign  long. 

To  be  guided  by  trueth,  and  defended  from  wrong. 

Amen  q.  Thomas  Prefton. 


Imprinted  at  London  by  John  AUdc » 


*5 


t ' 


V 


. ' 3 l 


e - * : ? • 

: ill  ' V.  . 

. 

. i * . •-  ■ < 


V * ( 

• ■;  ' V ; 

. 

; - ,■  cc  r,  > 


■ 


-I 


% 


V 


I 


\ 


A 


f ' 


4 


* 


* 


